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DEDICATION. 
way for Favour towards Wri- 
tings, after they have appeared 
in the World. I am ſure there 
is a juſter Pretence for taking 
the Liberty of preſenting a De- 
dication in Gratitude for Pro- 
_ tection already granted, than to 
ſupplicate ſuch an Obligation. 
Your Grace will, therefore, for- 
give me, that I lay before You 
an Edition of a Book, which I 
believe would never have ap- 
_ peared, had not theſe Plays been 
acted at Your Requeſt, long 
after the Run of them, (as the 
Phraſe is) was over in the Town. 
If You will pleaſe to continue 


to 


DEDICATION. 
to them, by Your Influence, the 
Life to which You reſtored 
them, You will, I hope, do an 
Act not unworthy that Ingenu- 
ous Temper, which makes You 
fo affectionately promote the 
more liberal Entertainments of 
the Stage. I have the Confi- 
dence to fay thus much for theſe 
Comedies, becauſe they are cer- 
tainly Inoffenſive, if they do not 
deſerve to be called Inſtructive. 
But I have faid the beſt thing I 
can to recommend them, when 
I have declared they have Your 
Grace's Approbation 
| : aw. 


DEDICATION. 

For, in Writing Plays, not to 
diſpleaſe ſuch whoſe Minds are 
filled with the worthieſt Ideas 
of what is Laudable in real Life, 
is much more than to eſcape 


the Cenſure of ſuch as are more 


inclined to obſerve the Conduct 
of the Characters, as they are 
part of a Dramatic Entertain- 
ment. 


If this elegant Taſte with 


relation to Writings) in which 
your Grace excels, were more 
frequently the Ambition of La- 
dies to attain, I do not know 
but a Converſation built upon 


the Characters in a well-wrought 


Play, 


DEDICATION. 

Play, might be almoſt as In- 
ſtructive as the common Prac- 
tice among them, of pulling to 
Pieces the Conduct of familiar 
Friends, or rehearſing defama- 


| tory Reports of thoſe to whom 


they are Strangers. 

But ſuch Meanneſs ought n not 
to be mentioned in an Epiſtle 
to the Dutcheſs of HAMILTox, 
whoſe whole Behaviour is the 
lively Expreſſion of that ſort of 
good Breeding which is founded 
on the Principles of good Nature 
and Generoſity. 


Your Favour is ever beſtowed 


on the Unfortunate, and Your 
Praiſe 


DEDICATION. 
Praiſe on the Abſent. The juſt 
Condeſcenſion with which Your 
Converſation is always adorned; 
at once gives Speech to the 
Humble, and Silence to the Pre- 
ſumptuous. Your Affability to 
me, when I have the Honour 
to wait upon You, and the very 

kind Things You have ſo fre- 
quently ſaid of theſe Writings 

in my Abſcence, put me under 
a Temptation of falling into 
the uſual Language of Dedica- 
tions. But I know this would 
be highly Offenſive to You, and 
for this Reaſon I forbear to tell 
You, that Your high Station 
| 2 


DEDICATION. 
in the World is as eaſy to Your 
Inferiors as Your Self; that 
were You to appear any where 
unknown, all that ſhould con- 
verſe with You, would believe 
or wiſh Your Quality what it 
is; and that all who know You 
think it as impoſſible to Envy 
You, as not to Eſteem You. 
As for this Acknowledgment 
which I here make You, for 


Voour Partiality to theſe Come- 


dies, all I can ſay is, that I ſhall 
think my ſelf very happy, if 
you find, upon reading them 
again, that it is no Diminution 
5 to 


— ——— — — —— 


„ 85 
I 
to You, (what is a great Addi- 
tion to me) that I am, 


MA M, 
Your Grace s . 
oft oblig d and 5 
moſt obedient | 


bumble Servant, 


Richard Steele. 
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To the Right Honourable the 


C 0 UV REELS s 


OF 
ALBEMARLE. 


Mapan, 


XFEXRMONG the many Novelties 
A with which Your LaDysHlP, 
a Stranger in our Nation, is 
— daily entertain'd, You have not 
yet been made acquainted with the Poeti- 
cal Engliſh Liberty, the Right of Dedi- 
cation; which entitles us to a Privilege 
of Celebrating whatever for its Native 
Excellence is the juſt Object of Praiſe; 
and is an Ancient Charter, by which the 
| Muſes have always a Free Acceſs to the 
Habitation of the Graces, 


A 3 Hence 


i DEDICATION. 


Hence it is that this Comedy waits on 
Your Ladyſhip, and preſumes to wel- 


come You amongſt us; though indeed, 
Madam, we are ſurpriſed to ſee You 


bring with You, what we thought was 


of our own Growth only, an agreeable 
Beauty: Nay, me muſt aſſure You, that 
we cannot give up ſo Dear an Article of 
our Glory, but aſſert it by our Right in 


You : For if 'tis a Maxim founded on 


the Nobleſt Human Law, that of Hoſ- 


Pitality, that every Soil is a Brave Man's 


Country, England has a very juſt Pre- 


tence of Claiming as a Native, a Daugh- 


ter of Mr. Scravenmore. © 


But Your Ladyſhip is not only endear- 


ed to us by the great Services of your 
Father, but alſo by the kind Offices of your 
Huſband, whoſe frank Carriage falls in 


with our Genius, which is Free, Open, 


and Unreſerved. In this the Generoſity 
of Your Tempers makes you both excel 
in ſo peculiar a Manner, that your Good 
Actions are their own Reward ; nor can 
they be return'd with Ingratitude, for 


none can forget the Benefits You confer 


ſo ſoon as You do Your Selves. 


But 


Lo OY 


DE DICATIO N. vii 
But ye have a more indiſputable Title 
to a Dramatick Performance, than all 


ttheſe Advantages; for You are Your- 


ſelves, in a degenerate low Age, the 


nobleſt Characters which that fine Paſſion 


that ſupports the Stage has inſpir'd ; and 
as You have practis d as Generous a Fide- 

lity as the Fancies of Poets have ever 
drawn in their Expecting Lovers, ſo may 
you enjoy as high a Proſperity as ever 
they have beltow'd on their Rewarded : 
This You may poſſeſs in an happy Se- 
curity, for your Fortunes cannot move 
ſo much Envy, as Your Perſons Love, 
Iam, Fe 


ENT, MAD AM, 
Nour Ladyſhip's moſt Devited | 


Humble Servant, 


RICHARD STEELE. 


| oa A Me oh A 
* D 


PREFACE. 


H E Rehearſal of this Comedy was ho- 
| | noured with the Preſence of the Duke of 
Devonſhire, who is as diſtinguiſhed by his 
fine Underftanding as High Quality ; the Inno- 
cence of it moved him to the Humanity of expreſ- 
ſing himſelf in its Favour. Tis ys Manner to be 
pleaſed where he is not offended; a Condeſcenſion 
which delicate Spirits are obliged to for their own 

Eaſe, for they would have but a very ill Time of it, 
if they ſuffered themſelves to be diverted with no- 
thing but what could bear their Judgment. 

That elegant and illuſtrious Perſon, will, I hope, 
pardon my Gratitude to the Town, which obliges 
me to report ſo ſubſtantial a Reaſon for their Ap- 
probation of this Play, as that he permitted it : 
But I know not in what Words to thank my Fel- 
Jow-Soldiers for their Warmth and Zeal in my 
Behalf, nor to what to attribute their undeſerved 
Favour, except it be, that tis babitual to them to 
run to the Succour of thoſe they ſee in Danger. 
The Subject of the Drama tis hoped will be ac- 
ceptable to all Lovers of Mankind, fince Ridicule 
is partly levelled at a ſet of People who live in 
impatient Hopes to ſee us out of the World, a 
Flock of Ravens that attend this numerous City 
for their Carcaſes; but indeed, tis not in the 
Power of any Pen to ſpeak them better than the 
do themſelves: As for example, on a Door, 1 jul 
now paſt by, a great Artiſt thus informs us of his 
Cures upon the Dead. 3 

i 5 W. W. 


* 


nn 


W. W. Known and approved for his Art of Em- 
balming, having preſerved the Corps of a Gentle- 
woman ſweet and entire Thirteen Years, without 
embowelling, and has reduced the Bodies of ſeveral 
122 of Duality to Sweetneſs in Flanders and 
Ireland, after Nine Months 8 in the 
Ground, and they were known by their Friends in 
England. Ne Man performeth the like, 


He muſt needs be ſtrangely in love with this 
Life, who is not touched with this kind Invitation 
to be pickled; and the noble Operator muſt be al- 

lowed a very uſeful Perſon for bringing old Friends 
together; nor would it be unworthy his Labour to 
give us an Account at large of the ſweet Conver- 
ſation that aroſe upon meeting ſuch an entire 
Friend as he mentions. 1 
But to be ſerious; is there any Thing, but its 
being downright Fact, could make a rational Crea- 
ture believe twere poſſible to arrive at this fantaſtic 
poſthumous Folly? Not at the ſame Time but 
that it were 3 rather than Satire to ex- 

plode all Funeral Honours; but then it is certain- 
ly neceſſary to make them ſuch that the Mourners 
thould be in Earneſt, and the Lamented worthy of 

our Sorrow: But this Purpoſe is ſo far from being 


ſerved, that it is utterly deſtroyed by the manner 


of Proceeding among us, where the Obſequies, 
which are due only to the beſt and higheſt of Hu- 
man Race (to admoniſh their ſhort Survivors that 
neither Wit nor Valour, nor Wiſdom, nor Glory |, 
can ſuſpend our Fate) are proſtituted, and beſtowed 
upon ſuch as have nothing in common with Men, 
but their Mortality. „ „ 
But the dead Man is not to paſs off ſo eaſily, for 
his laſt Thoughts are alſo => ſuffer Diſſection, and 
5 it 


Lady Sbarlar.— 


* PREFACE. 

it ſeems there is no Art to be learned to ſpeak out 
own Senſe in other Mens Words, and a Man in a 
Gown that never ſaw his Face ſhall tell you im- 


mediately the Deſign of the Deceas'd, better than 


all his old Acquaintance; which is ſo perfect an 
Heocus Pocus, that without you can repeat ſuch and 
ſuch Words, you cannot convey what is in Fs 
Hands into another's; but far be it from any Man's 
Thought to fay there are not Men of ſtrict Inte- 
grity of the Long Robe, tho' it is not every Body's 
good Fortune to meet with them. 1 
However the daily legal Villanies we ſee com- 
mitted, will alſo be eſteemed Things proper to be 
proſecuted by Satire, nor could our enſuing Legif- 
latives do their Country a more ſeaſonable Office, 
than to look into the: Diſtreſſes of an unhappy 
Peowt, who groan perhaps in as much Miſery un- 
der entangled, as they could do under broken 
Laws; nor could there be a Reward high enough 
aſſigned for a great Genius, if ſuch may be found, 


who has Capacity ſufficient to glance through the 


falſe Colours that are put upon us, and propoſe to 
the Exgliſb World, a Method of making Juſtice 
flow in an uninterrupted Stream; there is ſo clear 
a Mind in being, whom we will name in Words 
that of all Men breathing can be only faid of him; 


Tis he that is Excellent. 


Seu linguam cauſis acuit, ſeu Civica Jura, | 
Reſpenſare parat, ſeu condit amabile carmen. 
Other Enemies that may ariſe againſt this poor 

Play are indeed leſs terrible, but much more power- 


ful than theſe, and they are the Ladies; but if there 


is any thing that argues a ſowered Man, who laſhes 


all for Lady Brumpton; we may hope there will 


be ſeen alſo a devoted Hear:, that eſtecms all for 


PR O- 


* R O L O G VU E, 


Spoken by Mr. W 1L ks. 


NA s deſerted, and Dramatick Art, 
To dazzle now the Eye, has left the Heart; 
Gay Lights and Dreſſis, long extended Scenes, 


Dæmons and Angels mowing in Machines ; 
All that can now, or pleaſe, or Fright the F air, 


May be performed without a Writer's Cal e, 
And is the Skill of Carpenter, net Player. 


Old Shakeſpear's Days could not thus far advance; 


Zur what's his Buſkin to our Ladder Dance? 

In the mid Region a filk Youth to fland, 

With that unwieldy Engine at Command 
Sorg d with intemperate Meals while here you ſts 
Well may you take Afivity for Wit 
He, let Confuſion on ſuch Dulneſs ſeize ; 

Bluſh you're ſo pleas d, as we that /o we fleaſe, 

But we, ftill kind to your inverted Senſe, 

Do moſt unnatural Things once more diſpenſe. 
For ſince you're flill prepaſt rous in Delight, 
Our. Author made, a full Houſe to invite, 

A Funcral Comedy to-night. 

Nor does he fear that you will take the Hint, | 

Aud let the Funeral bis own be meant ; 

No, in Old England nothing can be won 

Without a Faction, Good or Ill be done; 

To own this our frank Author does not far; 

But hopes for a prevailing party here : 


| 


He knows Þ' has num run Friends, nay, knows they'll ſhrew it, © 


And for the Fellow. Soldier * the Peet. 


Dram atis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Lord Brumpton, - Mr. Thomas, 
Lord Hardy, Son to Lord Brumpton. Mr. Cibbor. 
Mr. Campley. | Mr. Wilks. 

Mr. Truſty, Steward to Lord Brumpten. Mr. Mills. 
Cabinet, Mr. Toms. 

Mr. Sable, an Undertaker. Mr. Jobnſon. 

Puzzle, a Lawyer. Mr. Bowen. 
Trim, Servant to Lord Hardy. Mr. Penket bmand 
Tom, the Lawyer's Clerk. Mr. Fairbank. 

WOMEN. 
Lady Brumpton. Mrs. Verbruggen. 

Lady Sharlot Orphan · Siſters left in | Mrs. Oldfeld. 

Lady Harriet ] ward toLd Brampton. | Mrs. Rogers. 

Mademoiſelle d Epingl., Mrs. Eucas. 

Tattleaid. Mrs. Lens. 
Mrs. Fardingale. Mr. Norris. - 
Kate Matchloch. Mr. Bulloch. 


Fiftant Ladies, Sable's Servants, Recraits, le. 


s EN E, Covent-Garden. 
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ACT L einn 1 


Enter Cabinet, Sable, and Campley. 
CABINET. 
Burſt into Laughter, I can't bear. to ſee 
* over an Undertaker's Door, Dreſſes for 
1 the Dead, and Neceſſaries for Funerals! 
2 ha! ba! ha!? 
Sab. Well, Gentlemen, tis very well, F 
know you are of the Laughers, the Wits that take the 
Liberty to deride all Things that are magnificent and 
ſolemn, 
Cam. Nay, but after all, I can” t but admire Sable's 
nice diſcerning on the ſuperfluous Cares of Mankind, 
that could lead them to the Thought of raiſing an 
Eſtate by providing Horſes, Equipage, and Furniture, 
For thoſ2 that no longer need 'em. 
© Cab. But is it not ſtrangely contradictory, that Men 
can come to ſo open, ſo apparent an Hypocriſy, as in the 


Face 


- - 
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Face of all the World, to hire profeſſed Mourners. to 
2 lament, and follow in their Stead, the neareſt 
Relations, and ſuborn others to do by Art, what they 
themſelves ſhould be prompted to by Miure 7 
Sab. That's reaſonably enough ſaid, but they regard 
themſelves only in all they adi; for theDeceas'd, and the 
poor Dead are delivered to my Cuſtody, to be embalm'd, 
ſla ſn'd, cut, and dragg'd about, not to do them Honour, 
but to ſatisfy the Vanity or, Intereſt- of their Survivorg.. 
© Cam. This Fellow's every way an Undertaker! How 
well and Juckily he talks! his prating ſo aptly, bas, 
methinks, ſomething more ridiculous in it, than if he 
were ablurd ! . [Aide to Cabinet. 

Cab. But, as Mr. Campley ſays, how could you dream 
of making a Fortune from ſo chimetical a Foundation, 
7 the Proviſion of Things wholly needleſs and inſigni- 

cant? 1 3 „ 

Sab. Alas, Gentlemen, the Value of all Things under 
the Sun is merely fantaſtick : We run, we ſtrive, and 
purchaſe Things with our Blood and Money, quite 
foreign to our intrinſick real Happineſs, and which 
have a Being in Imagination only, as you may ſee by 
the Pother that is made about Precedence, Titles, 

Court-Favour, Maidenheads and China- ware. 
Cam. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all thoſe are Objects that 
promote our Joy, are bright to the Eye, or ſtamp upon 
our Minds Pleaſure and Self. ſatis faction. [+ 

Sab. You are extremely miſtaken, Sir; for one would 
wonder, to conſider that after all our Outeries againſt 
Self. intereſted Men, there are few, very ſew in the 

whole World that live to themſelves, but ſacrifice their 
Boſom Bliſs to enjoy a vain Show and Appearance of 
Proſperity in the Eyes of others; and there is often no- 
thing more inwardly diſtreſs'd, than a young Bride in 
her glittering Retinue, or deeply joyful, than a young 
Widow in her Weeds and blac Tran ; of both which, 


the Lady of this Houſe may be an Inftance, for ſhe bas 
been the one, and is, I'll be ſworn, the other. 
Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt learnedly ! 4 2 


Sab. I have the deepeſt Learning, Sir, Experience: Re. 
member your Widow-Coufin that married laſt Month, 

Cad. Ay, but how cou'd you imagine ſhe was in all 
that Grief an Hypocrite !-=-Could all thoſe Shrieks, 
thoſe Swoonings, that riſing falling Boſom be con- 
ſtrain'd ? You're uncharitable, Sable, to believe ii 
what Colour, what Reaſon had you for it ? PR 
Sas. Firſt, Sir, her Carriage in her Concerns with me, 
for I never yet could meet with a ſorrowful Relict, but 
was herſelf enough to make a hard Bargain with me 
Yet I muſt confeſs they have frequent Interruptions of 
Grief and Sorrow when they read my Bill—but as for 
her, nothing, ſhe reſolv'd, that look'd bright or joyous 
mould after her Love's Death approach her. All herSer- 


| vants that were not Coal black muſt turn out; a fair Com- 


plexion made her Eyes and Heart ake, ſhe'd none but 
_ downright Jet, and to exceed all Example, ſhe hir'd my 
Mourning Furniture by theYear,and in caſe of my Mor- 
tality ty'd my Son to the ſame Article; ſo in fix Weeks 
Time ran away with a young Fellow—Pr'ythee, puſh on 
briſkly, Mr. Cabinet, now is your Time to have this Widow, 
forTattleaid tells me ſhe always ſaid ſhe'd never marry— 
Cab. As you ſay, that's generally the moſt hopeful 
Sign. | ; 

8893. I tell you, Sir, *tis an infallible one; you know 
thoſe Profeſſions are only to introduce Diſcourſe of Ma- 
trimony and young Fellows, | 
Cab. But I ſwear I could not have Confidence ev'n 

_ after all our long Acquaintance, and the mutual Love 
which his Lordſhip (who indeed has now been ſo kind 
as to leave us) has ſo long interrupted, to mention a 
Thing of ſuch a Nature ſo unſeaſonably + 
Sab. Unſeaſonably! Why I tell you *tis theonlySeafon 
(granting herSorrow unfeign'd:)When would you ſpeak 
o& Paſſion, but in the Midſt of Paſſions ? Theie's a what 
d'ye call, a Critis—The lucky Minute that's fo talk'd 
of is aMoment between}]oy and Grief, which you muſt 
take hold of, and puſh your Fortune But get you in, 
and you'll beſt read your Fate intheReceptionMrs.Tattlee 
aid gives you: All ſhe ſays, and all ſhe does, nay, her 


very . 
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very Love and Hatred are mere Repetition of her Lady- 
Mip's Paſſions: III ſay that for her, ſhe's a true Lady's 
Woman, and is herſelf as much a ſecond-hand Thing, 
as her Clothes, But I muſt beg yourPardon, Gentlemen, 
my People are come | ſee— [Exeunt Cab. and Camp. 
Enter Sable's Men. „ 
Where in the Name of Goodneſs have you all been! 
Have you brought the Saw-duſt and Tar for embalm- 

ing ? Have you the Hangings and the Sixpenny Naila, 
and my Lord's Coat of Arms? 

7 Enter Servant. | V 

Ser. Ves, Sir, aud had come ſooner, but I went to the 
Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gathergrea/e that died 
laſt Night—he has promiſed to invent one againſt to- 
morrow. . 

Sab. Ah ! Pox take ſome of our Cits, the firſt Thing 
after their Death is to take Care of their Birth—Pox, let 
him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the firſt of his Family 
that ever wore one: Well, come you that are to beMour- 
ners in this Houſe put on your fad Looks, and walk by 
me that I may fort you: Ha you ! a little more upon 
theDiſmal; [ forming their Countenances—] this Fellow has 
a good mortal Look—place him near the Corps : That 
WainſcotFace muſt be o'top of the Stairs; that Fellow 's 
almoſt in a Fright (that hooks as if he were full of ſome 
ſtrange Miſer.Jat the Entrance of the Hall —So—but I'll 
fix you all myſelf—Let's have no laughing now on an 
Provocation: [ makes Faces. ] Look yonder that hale well - 
looking Puppy! You ungratefulScoundrel, did not Ipity 
3 you out of a great Man's Service, and ſhew you 
thePleaſure of receiving Wages ? Did not l give you Ten, 
then Fifteen, now Twenty Shillings a Week, to be Sorrow- 
fal? and the more Igive you, I chi. k, the Gladderyou are. 
N Enter a Boy. 5 

Boy. Sir, the Grave- digger of St. Timothy's in the 
Fields would ſpeak with ou. Ty” 
Sab. Let him come in 

a Enter Grave- digger. | 

Grav. I carry'd home to your Houſe the Shrowd the 


Gentleman was bury'd in laſt Night; I could not get his 
e Ring 
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Ring off veryeaſily, thereforel brought yon the Fingerand 


all; and, Sir, theSexton gives his Service to you, and de- 


ſires to know whether you'd have any Bodies remov'd or 


not: If not, he'Il let em lie in their Graves a Weeklonger. 
Sab. Give him myService, I can't tell readily: but our 


Friend, tell him. Dr. Paſiport, with the Powder, has pro- 
miſed me fix or ſeven Funerals this Week. I'll ſend to our 


Country Farm at * Gravel. Pits, and our City- 


Houſe in Warwick-laxe tor News, you ſhall knowTime 
enough. Hark'ee, be ſure there's Care taken to give my 


Lady Languifp's Woman a Fee to keep out that young 
Fellow who came laſt from * — ; he'll ruin us all. 
Enter Goody Traſh. 


I wonder, Goody Traſb, you could not be more punctual; 
when I told you I wanted you, and 18 two Daughters, 


to be three Virgins to- night to ſtand in White about my 


Lady 3 Body, and you know you were 
er Home from the Man-Midwife's, 
where ſhe died in Child-birch to be buried like a Maid; 


privately to bring 


© butthere is nothing minded: Well, I have put off that till 
' to-morrow ; go, and get your Bag of Brick-duſt and your 
Whiting. Go, and fell to the Cook-maids ; know who 
is furfeited about Town: Bring me no bad News, none 
of your Recoveries again. And you, Mr. Blockhead, I 
warrant you have not calFd atMr. Peſtle'sthe Apothecary: 


Will that Fellow never pay me? 1 ſtand bound for all the 


Poiſon in that ſtarving Murderer's Shop: He ſerves me 
"Juſt as Dr. 2uibus did, who promiſed to write a Treatiſe 
againſt Water-Gruel, a damn'd healthySlop that hasdone 
me more Injury than all the Faculty: Look you now, jou 
are all upon the Sneer, let me have none but downright 
ſtupid Countenances— I've a good mind to turn you all 
of, and take People out of thePlay-houſe ; but hang em 


they are as ignorant of their Parts as you are of yours, 
they never act but when they ſpeak; when the chief Indi- 


cation of the Mind is in theGeſture, or indeed in caſe of 


Sorrow, in no Geſture, except you were to act a Widow, 
or ſo.— But yours, youDolts, is all in dumbShow,dumb 


Show. I mean expreſſive eloquent Show: As who can 
ſee ſuch an horrid uglyPhiz as that Fellow's, and not be 
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ſhock'd, offended and killed of all Joy while he beholds 
it? But we muſt not loiter—Ye ſlupid Rogues, whom 
I have picked out of the Rubbiſh of Mankind, and fed 
for your eminent Worthlefsneſfs, attend, and know that 
I ſpeak mu this Moment ſtiff and immutable to all 
_ Senſe of Noiſe, Mirth orLaughter: [MakesMouths at em 
as they paſs by him to bring em to a conſtant Countenance. ] 
So, they are pretty well=pretty well—— 

Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. 

Tru. Twas Fondneſs, Sir, and tender Duty to you, 
who have been ſo worthy and ſo juſt a Maſter to me, 
made me ſtay near you; they left me ſo, and there 1 
found pou wake from your Lethargick Slumber ; on 

which I will aſſume an Kachority to beſeech you, Sir, 
to make juſt Uſe of your revived Life, in ſeeing who 
are your true Friends, and knowing her who has fo 
wrought o__ your noble Nature, as to make it act 
againſt itſelf in diſinheriting your brave Son, 

| Id. B. Sure tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a Crea- 
ture as you tell — Mind reflects upon ten thou- 
ſand Endearments that plead unanſwerably for her: Her 
chaſte reluctant Love, — eaſy Obſervance of all my 
way ward Humours, to which ſhe would accommodate 
herſelf with ſo much Eaſe, I could ſcarce obſerve it was 
a Virtue in her; ſhe hid her very Patience. 
Tyr. It was all Art, Sir, or Indifference to you, for 
what I fay is downright Matter of FaQ. 

Lu. B. Why didſt thou ever tell me it! or why not 
in my Life-time, for I muſt call it ſo, nor can I date a 
Minute mine, after her being falſe, all paſt that Mo- 
ment is Death and Darkneſs : Why didſt thou not tell 
me then, I ſay? 7 | 
Fru. Becauſe you were too much in Love with her to 
 beinform'd ; nor did I ever know a Man that touch'd on 
Conjugal Affairs couldever reconcilethe jarringHumours 
but in a common Hatred of the Intermedler: But on 
this moſt extraordinary Occaſion, which ſeems pointed 
out by Heaven itſelf to diſengage you from yourCruelty 


and Baniſhment of an innocent Child, I muſt, I will 


conjure you to be conceal'd, and but contain yourſelf, 
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in hearing one Diſcourſe with that curs d Inſtrument of 
all her Secrets, that Tariliaid, and you'll ſee what 1 tell 
you; you'll call me then your Guardian and good Genius, 
| Ld. B. Well, you ſhall govern me, but would I had 
dy'd in earneſt ere I had known it; my Head ſwims, as 
it did when 1 fell into my Fit, at the Thoughts of it— _ 
How dizzy a Place is this World you live in! All hu- 
man Life's a mere Vertigo! | 
Tyra, Ay, ay, my Lord, fine Refleftione, fine Reflec- 

tions, but that does no Buſineſs : Thus, Sir, we'll Rand con» 
ceal'd, and hear, I doubt not, a much ſincerer Dialogue 
than uſual between vicious Perſons ; for a late Accident 
has given a little Jealouſy, which makes them over: act 
their Love and Confidence in each other. | They retire. 

Enter Widow and Tatt'eaid meeting, and running to 

| each other. | 
 Wid. Oh, Tattleaid! His and our Hour is come! 
Tat. I always faid by his Church-yard Cough, you'd 
bury him, but ſtill pou were impatient —— 

Vid. Nay, thou haſt ever been my Comfort, my Con- 
ſident, my Friend, and my Servant; and now [ll reward 
thy Pains; for tho? I ſcorn the whole Sex of Fellows, Pl 
give *em Hopes for thy Sake; every Smile, every Frown, 
every Geſture, Humour, Caprice and Whimſey of mine, 
ſhall be Gold to thee Girl; thou ſhalt feel all * Sweets 
and Wealth of being a ſine rich Widow's Woman: Oh! 
how my Head runs my firſt Year out and jumps to all the 
Joys of Widowhood! If thirteen Months hence a Friend 


ſhould haul one to a Play one has a Mind to ſee, what 


Pleaſure *twill be, when my Lady Brumpton's Footman's 
called (who kept a Place for that very Purpoſe) to make a 

ſudden Inſurrection of fine Whigs in the Pit and Side 
Boxes. Then, with a pretty Sorrow in one's Face, and a 
willing Bluſh for being ſtared at, one ventures to look 
round, and bow to one of one's own Quality. Thus [very 
directiy] to a ſnug pretending Fellow of no Fortune. Thus 

as ſcarce ſeeing him] to one that writes Lampoons. Thus 
frarfully) to One one really loves: Thus [ /ooking down] 
to one Woman- Acquaintance ; from Box to Box thus: 
| [with Locks differently familiar] And when one has done 
| one's 
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Governors! I warrant you indeed | 


tiations, and their Wiſdoms—as my 


Diſtortion, and not value your Return of Beauty. 
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one's Part, obſerve the Actors do theirs, but with my 


Mind fixed not on thoſe I look at, but thoſe that loo 


at me—— Then the Serenades! The Lovers! 
Tat. Oh, Madam, you make my Heart bound within 
me: I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage em all; 
and indeed, Madam, the Men are really very filly Crea- 
tures, tis no ſuch hard Matter—They Rulers! They 


Mid. Ay, Tattleaid, they imagine themſelves mighty 
Things, but Government founded on Force only, is a 
brutal Power—We rule them by their Affections, which 
biinds them into Belief that they rule us, or at leaſt are 


in the Government with us -- But in this Nation our Pow- 
er is abſolute; thus, thus, we ſway [ Playing her Fan] 


A Fan is both the Standard and the Flag of England - I 
laugh to ſee Men go on our Errands, ſtrut in great Offi - 
ces, live in Cares, Hazards and Scandals, to come Home 
and be Fools io us in Brags of their Diſpatches, Nego- 

— Dear deceas'd 
uſed to entertain me; which, I to reheve myſelf from— 


would liſp ſome ſilly Requeſt, pat him on the Face He 


ſhakes his head at my pretty Folly, calls me Simpleton; 
gives me a ſewel, then goes to Bed ſo wiſe, ſo ſatisfied, 
and fo deceiv d 55 | 3 

Tat. But I proteſt, Madam, I've always wonder'd how 
could accompliſhmy young Lord's being diſinherited, 
Wid. Why, Tatty, you muſt know my late Lord-—how 
ettily that ſounds, my late Lord! But J ſay, my late 
ord Fribble was Generoſity I preſe d him there, 


and whenever you, by my Order, had told him Stories to 
my Son-in-law's Diſadvantage, in his Rage and Reſent · 


ment, I (whoſe Intereſt lay otherwiſe) always fell on my 
Knees to implore his Pardon, and with Tears, Sighs and 
Importunities for him prevail'dagainſt him: Beſides this, 
you know I had, when J pleafed, Fits: Fits are a mighty 


| Help in the Government of a good-natur'd Man: but in 
an ill. natur'd Fellow have a Care of em he'll hate you 


for natural Infirmities; will remember your Face in its 


Tat. 
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Tat. O rare Madam * — Ladyſhip's a great Head - 
jece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard Taſk, if I 


may take the Liberty to ſay it to enjoyall Freedoms, 
and ſeem to abſtain, to manage the Number of Preten- 
ders, and keep the Diſobliged from prating 
id. Never fear, Tattleaid ; while you have Riches, 
if you affront one to abuſe, you can give Hopes to ano- 
ther to defend you: Theſe Maxims I have been laying 
up all my Huſband's Life-time, for we muſt provide a- 
gainſt Calamitics— = PR 
Tat. But now, Madam, a fine young Gentlemay with 
a red Coat, that dances —— =. 
Mid. You may be ſure the happy Man (if it be in Fate 
that there is a happy Man to make me an unhappy Wo- 
man) ſhall not be an old one again: Age and Youth 
married, is the Crueltyin Dryden Virgil, where Mezentius 
ties the Dead and Living _— I'm ſure I was ty'd 
to adead Man many a long Day before I durſt bury him 
—Bgt the Day is now my own—Yet now I think on't, 
T attleaid, be ſure to keep an obſtinate Shyneſs tox. ll our 
old Acquaintance: Let'em talk of Favours if they pleaſe, 


if we grant em ſtill, they'll grow Tyrants to us; if we 


diſcard *em, the Chaſte and Innocent will not believe 
we could have Confidence to do it, where it ſo; and 
the Wiſe, if they believe it, will applaud our Prudence. 
Tat.Ay,Madam—T believe, Madam — Iſpeak, Madam, 
but my humble Senſe - Mr. Cabinet would marry you. 
Mid. Marry me! No, Tattleaid, he that is ſo mean as 
to marry a Woman after an Affair with her, will be fo 
baſe as to upbraid that very Weakneſs : He that marries 
his Wench will uſe her like his Wench—— Such a Pair 
muſt ſure live in a ſecret mutual Scorn of each other— 
and Wedlock is Hell, if at leaſt one Side does not love,as 
it would be Heaven if both did; and I believe it ſo much 
Heaven, as to think it was never enjoyed in this World, 
Enter a Woman. 


um. A Gentleman to Mrs. Tatthaid— [ Exit. Tat, 


Mid. Go to him—Bleſs me, how careleſs and open 


have LI been to this ſubtle Creature in the Caſe of Cabi- 
net, ſhe's certainly in his Intereſts—We People Ow 
| dition 
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dition are never guarded enough againſt thoſe about us: 
They watch when our Minds boil over with Joy or Grief, 


to come in upon us: How miſerable *tis to have One 


one hates always about one, and when one can't endure 
one's own Reflection upon ſome Actions, who can bear the 


Thoughts of another upon em ? But ſhe has me by deep 


Secrets The 7talians, they ſay, can readily remove the 
too much intruſted—Oh, their pretty ſcented Gloves! 


This Wench I know has play'd me falſe, and horned me 


in my Galants : Oh Jah, I could refign all my Female 
Exe Liberty to — thy much dearer Female Plea 
_ ſure, Revenge! Well, what's the Matter, dear Tatty— 
a Enter Tattleaid. 5 

Tat. The Matter, Madam? why, Madam, Counſellor 


Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladyſhip about the Will 


and the Conveyance of the Eftate—there muſt, it ſeems, 


de no Time loſt for Fear of Things; fye, fye, Madam, you 
a Widow theſe there Hours, and not look'd on a Parch- 
ment yet—Oh impious to neglect the Will of the Dead! 
Mid. As you ſay indeed, there is no Will of a Huſ- 
band's ſo willingly obey'd as his laſt. But I muſt go in, 
and receiye him in my Formalities, leaning on a Couch 
is as neceſſary a Poſture, as his going behind his Deſk 
when he ſpeaks to a Client—But do you bring him in 
hither till I am ready > [Exit. 


Tat. Mr, Counſellor, Mr. Counſellor [ Calling. 


Enter Puzzle and Clerk. 
Paz. Servant, good Madam Tattleaid, my ancient 
Friend is gone, but Buſineſs muſt be minded 


Tat. I told my Lady twice or thrice, as ſhe lies in 


dumb Grief on the Couch within, that you were here, 
but ſhe regarded me not; however, ſince you ſay tis of 
ſuch Moment, I'll venture to introduce you: Pleaſe but 


to repoſe here a little, while I ſtep in; for methinks 1 


would a little prepare her. [Exit Tattleaid. 
Pax. Alas! Alas! r Lady! 85 


- Damn'd Hypocrites ! Well, this Nobleman's Death is a 
little ſudden : Therefore pray let me recolle&: Open 
the Bag, good Tom ; now Tem thou art my Nephew, my 


dear Siſter Kate's only Son, and my Heir, therefore 


I will 
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will conceal from thee on no Occaſion any Thing; for [ 
would enter thee into Buſineſs as ſoon as poſſible. Know 
then, Child, that the Lord of this Houſe was one of your 
Men of Honour, and Senſe, who loſe the Latter in the 
Former, and are apt to take all Men to be like themſelves; 
now this Gentleman intirely truſted me, and I made the 
only Uſe a Man of Buſineſs can of a 'Truſt, I cheated 
him; for I N before his Face, made his 
whole Eſtate liable to an hundred per Annum for myſelf, 
for good Services, Ic. As for Legacies, they are good 
or not, as I pleaſe ; for let me tell you, a Man muſt take 
Pen, Ink, and Paper, fit down by an old Fellow, and pre- 
tend to take Directions, but a true yore never makes 
any Man's Will bat his own ; and as the Prieſt of old 
among us got near the dying Man, and gave all to the 
Church, ſo now the Lawyer gives all to the Law. 
. Clerk. Ay, Sir, but Prieſts then cheated the Nation 
by doing their Offices in an unknown Language, 
. Puz. True, but ours is a Way much ſurer, for we 
cheat in no Language at all, but loll in our own Coaches, 
eloquent in Gibber:ſh, and learned in Jingle, 
Poll out the Parchment, there's the Deed, I made it as 
long as I could Well, I hope to ſee the Day, when 
the Indenture ſhall be the exact Meaſure of the Land 
that paſſes by ĩt For *tis a Diſcouragement to 
the Gown, that every ignorant Rogue of an Heir ſhould 
in a Word or two underſtand his Father's Meaning, and 
hold ten Acres of Land by half an Acre of Parchment 
A Nay, I hope to ſee the Time when that there is 
indeed ſome Progreſs made in, ſhall be wholly effected; 
and by the Improvement of the noble Art of Tautology, 
every Inn in Holborn an Inn of Court. Let others 
think of Logick, Rhetorick, and I know not what 
Impertinence, but mind thou Tautology 


What's the firſt Excellence in a Lawyer? Tautology : 
What's the Second ? Tautology : What's the Third ? 
Tautology: As an old Pleader ſaid of Action: But to 
turn to the Deed; [| Pulls out an immeaſurable Parchment] 
for the Will is of no Force if I pleaſe, for he was not 

capable of making one after the Former———— as I 
70 FIT managed 


managed ĩt. upon which Account I now wait ort 


that Inſtrument; [ Clert reads] I the ſaid Earl of Brump- 


Orchards, Gardens, Fields, Arbors, Trees, Lands, 
Earths, Meadows, Greens, Paſtures, Feedings, Woods, 


ſuage and Site belonging, or in any 


cd, accepted, executed, known, or f repeati 
the ſame; containing in the Whole 


of the large Meaſure, or thereabouts, be the ſame more 


[Reads in a ridiculous Law-Tone, "till out of Breath 
Why you're quite out—you read to be underftood—let 


Latin is only making it no Engliſh—Fgo prædid.— Canet 
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my Lady ; by the Way, do you know, the true mean- 
ing af ile Word a Dead n Pa 
— * Ay, Sir, a Deed is as if a Man ſhould ſay the 
eed. . 0 
Paz. Right, tis emphatically ſo called, becauſe after 
it———all Deeds and Actions are of no Effect, and you 
have nothing to do but hang yourſelf ——the onlyoblig- 
ing -_ = can then do——But I was telling you 
the Uſe of 'Fautology——Read toward the Middle of 


ton, to yu beſtow, grant and bequeath, over and above 
the ſaid Premiſſes, Ii the Site and Capital Meſſuage 
called by the Name of Oatham, and all Outhouſes, 
Barns, Stables, and other Edifices and Buildings, Yards, 


De 


. n 


Under woods, Ways, Waters, Watercourſes, Fiſhing 
Ponds, Pools, Commons, Common of Paſture, Paths, 


Heath -Thickets, Profits, Commodities, and Emolu- 


ments, with their and every of their Appurtenances | 
whatſoever, to the ſaid Capital Meſ- 1 
ö Puzzle nods and | 

3 


wiſe appertaining, or with the ſame 


ſneers as the ſyno-. 
heretofore uſed, occupied or enjoy- 


nimos Words are 
„ hom 


taken as Part, Parcel, or Member of Lord Brumpton 


/c ul. mimickss 
by Eſtimation, four Hundred Acres Sri 


or leſs ; all and ſingular which the faid Site, Capital 
Meſſuage, and other the Premiſſes, with their and every 
of their Appurtenances are ſituate, lying and being 

Pux. Hold, hold good Tom; you do come on indeed 
in Buſinefs, but don't uſe your Noſe enough in — 


me ſee t—T the ſaid Earl Now again, fappoſe this 
wereto be inLatin—{ Ran, intoLatin Termi . — 


ae 
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i 
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de Brumpton— Totas meas Barnos=Outhouſas & Stabulas 
—Yardos—PBut there needs no further Peruſal. I now 


recolle& the Whole—myLord, by this Inſtrument diſin- 
herits his Son utterly—gives all to my Lady—and 


Moreover, grants the Wards of two Fortune Wards to 


her 1 et, to be ſold by her; which is the Subject 
of my Buſineſs to her Ladyſhip, who methinks a little 
overdoes the Affair of Grief, in letting me wait thus 


long on ſuch welcome Articles hut here— 


Enter Tattlcaid wiping her Eyes. 

Tat. J have in vain done all 1 can to make her re- 
gard me.—Pray, Mr. P:xz/c, you're a Man of Senſe, 
come in yourſelf, and ſfeak Reaſon to bring her to 
ſome Conſideration of herſelf, if poſſible, 

Pax. Tom, I'll come down to the Hall to you; dear 
Madam, lead on. | ; | 


[ Exit Clerk cne Fay, Puz. Tatt. anotber. 


£4. Brumpton and Truſty advance from their Conceal- 


neut after a leng Pane, and flaring at each uther, 

Ld. B. Trufty, on thy Sincerity, on thy Fidelity to 
me thy Friend, thy Patron, and thy Maſter, anſwer me 
directly to one Queition : Am I really alive? Am J 
that identical, that numerical, that very fame Lord 
Brumpion, that-— 5 

Tru. That very Lord - that very Lord Zrampron, the 
very generous, honeſt and good Lord Brompton, who 
Tent his ſtrong ard riper Tears with Honour and Re- 
Futation; but in his Age of Decay declin'd from Vir. 
tue alſo—that very Lord Brumpton who buried a fine 
Lady, who brought lim a fine Son, who is a fine. 
Gentleman; but in hie Age, that very Man, unſer- 
ſonably captivated with Youth and Beauty, married a 
very fine young Lady, who has diſtonoured his Bed, 
diſinherited his brave Son, and dances o'er his (3rave. 

Ld. B. Oh! that damn'd Tautolcgiſt too That 
Puxxle and his irrevecable Deed ! [Purine] Well, I 
know I do not real!» ive, but wander o'er the Place 
where once l had a Treaſure——['il hannt her, 7. 
gaze in that falſe beautcous Face, till ſhe tremble, 
till ſhe looks pale, nay, till ihe bluſhes 


Try 


26 The FUNERAL: Or, 
Tru, Ay, ay, my Lord, you ſpeak a Ghoſt very 


much, there's Fleſh and Blood in that Expreſſion, that 


falſe beauteous Face ” : | 
Ld. B. Then fince you ſe my Weakneſs, be a 
Friend, and arm me wich all your Care, and all your 
Reaſon— | OE. . 

Fru. If you'll condeſcend to let me direct you you 
ſhall cut off this rotten Limb, your ſalſe diſloyal Wife, 
and fave your noble Parts, your Son, your Family, 
your Honour. 

Shert is the Date in which ill Ads prev ail, 

Bat Honiſty;s a Rock can never fail. 


(5 r 
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ACT H. SCENE 1. 
| Emer Lord Hardy. lis. 


L. H. OW indeed ] am utterly ondone; but to ex- 
N pet an Evil ſoftens the Weight of itwhen it 


| happens, and Pain no more than Pleaſure is in Realityſo . 


great as in Expectation : But what will become of me? 
_ Howſhall I keep myſelf even above worldly Want? Shall 
I live at Home a ſtiff melancholy poor Man of Quality, 
growuneaſyto myAcquaintance as well asmyſelf, by fan- 
cying I'm lighted where | am not; with all the thou. 
ſand Particularities which attend thoſe whom low For- 
une and high Spirit make Malecontents ? No! We've 
a brave Prince on the Throne, whoſe Commiſſion I 
bear, and a glorious War in an honeſt Cauſe approach- 
ing. [clapping bis Hand en his Sword] in which this 
ſhall cut Bread for me, and may perhaps equal that 
Eitate to which my Birth entitled me But what to 


do in preſent Prefſures———Ha ! Trim, [ Calling, 
| 8 Enter Trim. e 
Trim. My Lord. 1 5 
LAd. H. How do the poor Rogues that are to recruit 
my Company? „„ 
Trim. Do, Sir! They've eat you to your laſt Guinea. 
Ld. H. Were you at the Agent's ? < : oulls 


))) D Sh et. MSM 


| — humble Service to him, hopes his Wite's well; you have 
| Letters to write, or you'd ſee him yourſelf, but you 
deſire he would be with you punctually ſuch a Day, 
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Trim. Yes, YE 
Id. H. Well? and how ? | 
Trim. Why, Sir, for your Arrears, you may have ele- 
ven Shillings in the Pound; but he'll not touch your 


, growing Subſiſtence under three Shillings in the Pound 
Intereſt—beſides which, you mult let his Clerk Jona- 


than Item, ſwear the Peace againſt you to keep you 


from duelling or inſure your Life, which you may 
do for Eight per Cent. On theſe Terms he'll oblige 


ou, which he would not do, for ny body elſe in the 
egiment, but he has a Friendſhip for you. 
d. H. Ob, I'm his humble Servant; but he muſt 


have his own Terms, we can't ſtarve, nor muſt the 
Fellows want: But methinks this is a calm Midnight, 
I've heard no Duns to-day. | 


Trim.Duns, my Lord? Why now your Father's dead, 
and they can't arreſt you, I ſhall grow alittle leſs upon 
the ſmcoth with 'em than I have been: Why Friend, 


ſays I, how often muſt I tell you my Lord is not ſtir- 


ring: His Lordſhip has not ſlegt well, you muſt come 
ſome other Time, your Lordſhip will ſend for him when 
you are at Leiſure to look upon Money-Affairs; or if 
they are ſo ſaucy, ſo ir n= ther to preſs to a Man of 


your Quality for their own— there ate Canes, there's 


Brigewel, there's the Stocks for your ordinary Tradeſ- 


men. But to an haughty thriving Co ent Garden Mer- 


cer, Silk or Laceman, your Lordſhip gives your moſt 


that's to ſay, the Day after you're gone out of Town. 
Ld. H. Go Sirrah, you're ſcurrilous, I won't be- 
lieve there are ſuch Men of Quality —a'ye hcar, give 


my Service this Afternoon to Mr. Cy/pur/e the Agent, 


and tell him I'm obliged to pay him for his readineſs to 
ſerve me, for I'm reſolved to pay my Debts forthwitu 


[4 Voice without.) I don't know whether he's within, 
or not: Mr. Trim, is my Lord within? 


Ld. H. Trim, ſee who it is, I an't within you know-- 
5 „V [Prim aut. 
1 Les 
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Yes, Sir, my Lord's above, pray walk up 

| Id. H. Who can it be? he owns me too. 

Enter Campley and Trim. | 

Dear Tom Campley, this is kind-——You are an extras 
ordinary Man indeed, who in che ſud-len Acceſſion of 
a noble Fortune can ſtill be you: ſelf, and viit your 
leſs happy Friends. 

Cam.No, youare, my Lord, the extraordinary Man, 
Who on the Loſs of an a! 'moſt princely For: une, can 
be Matter of a Temper, that makes you the Envy, 
rather than Pity of your more NO not more 


happy Friends. 
Ld. H. Oh Sir. your Servant but let me 
gaze on thee a little I * t cen thee ſince 1 


came Home into £rgland moit exactly, negli- 
gently, penteely dreſs'd ! I kuow there's mere than or- 
dir ary 1 in this -[beatiag Campley's Breajt] Come 
-Confeſs who ſhares with me here | 
I muſt have her rea! and poetical Name Come 
$1. in Sonnet, Cynthia In Proſe, 
Mifireſs— 

Cam. One you lirtle dream of, tho' he } is in a man- 
ner of your placing the. e. 

Ld. H. My placing there ? 

Carr, Why, my Lord, all the fine Things you've 
ſaid to me in the Camp, of my Lady SHarlot, your 
Father's Ward, ran into my Head ſo very much, that 
IJ made it my Buſineſs to become: cquain ted in that Fa- 
mily, which I did by Mr. Cal inel's Means, and am 
now in love in the ſame Place with your Lordſhip. 
Id H. How! in Love i in the {ame Place with me, 
Mr. Cangl:; ? 

2 2. Ay, my Lord, with t 'other Sifter with vother 
Silter. 
I. d. H. What a Dunce was I, not to know which, 
without your naming her ? Why, thou art the ovly 
Man breathing ft to deal with her—But my L205 Share 
let, there's a Woman——=$o eaſily virtuous ! So 
agreeably ſcrcre! Her Motion ſo unaffected, yet fo 
e Her Lips, breathe nothing but Truth, good 
Scuſe, and flowiag Wit. 8 
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Cam. Lady Harriet! there's the Woman; ſuch Life, ſuch 
Spirit, ſuch Warmth in her Eyes Such a lively com- 
manding Air in her Glances ; io ſprightly a Mien, that 


carries in it the Triumph of conſcious Beauty. Her Lips 


are made of Gum, and Balm- There's ſomething in that 


dear Girl that fires my Blood above —abcve—above—. 


Id. H. Above what ? 

Cum. A Grenadicr's March. F 

La. H. A fo't Simile, I muſt confeſ. — but oh that 
Sharli ! to recline this aching Head, full of Care, on 
that tender, ſnowy- aithtul Boſom! 5 

Cam. Oh that Harriet to embrace that beauteous-- 
I. d. JI. Ay, Ton; but methinks your Head runs too 
much on the Wedding Night only, to make your Hap- 
pineſs laſting ; mine is fixt on the married State; I ex- 
pect my b elicity from Lady Sharize, in her Friendſhip, 


her Conſtancy, her Piety, her houſhold Cares, her ma- 


ternal Terderneſs —— You think not of any Excellence 
of your Miſtreſs, that is more than Skin- deep 
Cam. When I know her further than Skin deep, 
Fl tell you more of my Mind. | 

Id. H. Ohfye, Tom, how can you talk fo lightly of 
a Woman you love with Honour 
wonder how you make your Approaches in beſieging 


ſiuch a ſort of Creature; ſhe that loves Addreſſes, Gal- 
lantry, Fiddles? That reigns and delights in a Croud 


of Admirers—— If I know her, ſhe is one of thote you 
may eaſily have a general Acquaintance with, but 
hard to make particular 

Cam. You underſtand her very well. You muſt 
know I put her out of all her Play by carrying it in an 
humorous Manner; I took Care in all my Actions, be- 
fore I diſcovered the Lover, that ſhe ſhould in general 
have a good Opinien of me; and have ever ſince be- 
haved myſelf with ail the Good humour and Eaſe I was 
able; ſo that ſhe is now extremely at a Lots how to 
throw me from the Familiarity of an Acquaintance, 
into the Dillance of a Lover; but J laugh her out of 
it; when ſhe begins to frown, and look grave at my 


Mirth, I mimick her till ſhe burſts out a laughing 
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ſor young Ladies— 
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d. 1] That's ridiculous enough. 
Cam. By Cabinet's intereſt over my Lady Brumpron, 
withGold and Flattery to Mis. Fardingale, an old Maid 


| her Ladyſhip has placed about the young Ladies, I 
have eaſy Acceſs at all Times, and am this very Day to 


be admitte? by her into their Apartment——l have 
found, you muſt know, that ſhe is my Relation —— 
Ld. H. Her Ladyſhip has choſe an odd Companion 


Cam. Oh, my Lady's a Politician ; ſhe told Tattl-ail 
one Day, that an old Maida as the beſt Guard for young 
Ones, for they, !ike Eunuchs in a Seraglio, are vigilant, 
out of Envyof Enjoyments theycannot themſelvesarrive 
at — hut, as 1 was ſaying, I've ſent my Couſin Far- 
dinzale a Song, which ſhe and I are to practiſe to the 
Spinnet. The young Ladies will be by—— and 


IJ am to be left alone with Lady Harriet ; then I deſign 


to make my grand Attack, and to-day win or loſe her. 
I know, Sir, this is an Opportunity you want-—If 


you'll meet me at Tom's, have a Letter ready, Ill my- 


ſelf deliver it to your Miſtreſs, conduct you into the 
Houſe, and tell her you are there — and find Means 
to place you together. — Vou muſt march under my 
Command to- day, as I have many a one under yours — 
Ld. II. But ' faith, Tom, I ſhall not behave myſelf 


With half the Reſolution you have under mine, for to 


conie!s my Weakneſs, though I know ſhe loves me, 
though I know ſhe is as ſtedfaſtly mine, as her Heart 
can make her I know not how, I have ſo ſublime _ 
an Idea of her high Value, and ſuch a melting Ten- 


derneſs diſſolves my whole Frame, when I am near 


her, that my 'Tongue fauliers, my Nerves ſhake, and 
my Heart ſo alternately ſinks and riſes, that my pre- 
meditated Reſolves vaniſh into Confuſion, down-caſt 
Eyes, and broken Utterance — 5 
Cam. Ha! ha! ha! this in a Campaigner too! Why, 


my Lord, that's the Condition Harriot would have me 


In, and then ſhe thinks ſhe could have me; but I that 
know her better than ſhe does herſelf, know ſhe'd in- 
ſult me, and lead me a two Years Dance longer, and 

ps 1 | perhaps 
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perhaps in the End turn me into the Herd of the m any 


neglected Men of better Senſe, who have been ridicu- 
lous for her Sake——Bur I ſhall make her no ſuch Sa- 


_ erifice, *Tis well my Lady Sgharlot's a Woman 
of ſo ſolid an Underſtanding, I don't know another 
that would not uſe you ill for your hivh \ atue 

Ld. H. But, Tom, I muit fee your Song you've leut 
your Couſin Fardingale, as you call her. 

Cam. This is lucky enough. Alle. 
No, hang it, my Lord, a Man makes fo ſilly a Figure 
when his Verſes are reading= — 
haf not left off thy Loving and thy Rhyming, Trims 
a Critick, I remember him a Servitare at Oxon, (give. 
a Paper to Trim—] I give myſel! into his hands, be- 
cauſe you ſhan't fre em 'til i'm gene. 

My Lord, your Servant, you ſhan't ftir. 

Ld. H. Nor you neither then, [Serugzling, 

Cam. You will be cbev'd. 

[ Exeunt, Lord Hard y awaits cn him do vc x. 

Trim. What's in this Song Ha- don't my Eyes 
deceive me—a Bill of three Harcred Pounds— 


Mr. Caſh, 


| P RAY pay to Mr, William Trim or 3 the Sum 
„ 1 Hundred Pounds, and place it te the A.. 
compt /, | 
"'S 2 ® | 
Your Humble Servant, 
Thomas Camp: . 


[Pulling of bis B Hat and bewing. ] Your very humble Ser- 

_ vant, good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is Poetry; this is a 
: Song indeed! Faith, I'll fet it, and ſing it myfelf —— 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim ſo far in Recitatixo 
Three Hundred, [ Sr: rging 7 ridiculouſly 

Hun drec— Hundred — Hundred thrice repeated, 
becauſe *tis three Hundred Pounds, I loveRepetitions in 
Muſick, when there's a good Reaſon for it. Po—e41s 
after the Italian Manner——if they'd bring me fach 

= 4 ſen hbie 
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ſenſible Words as theſe, I'd outſtrip all your Compoſers 
for the Muſick Prize This was honeſtly done of Mr. 
Canglc Tho? I have carried him many a Purſe 
from my Maſter when he was Enſign to our Company 
in Flarder . 
VVV 
M Lord, I am your Lordſhip's humble Servant. 
Id. F. Sir, your humble Servant. Bu: pray, my 
good familiar Friend, how came you to be ſo very 
moch my humble Servant all of a ſudden ? 
Trim. | beg Pardon, dear Sir, my Lord, I am not 
your humble Servant, | 1 | 
Id. H. No? | 
Trim. Yes, my Lord, I am, but not as you mean— 
but I am am, my Lord——-—in ſhort I'm 
overjoy'd. | | | 
Ld. H. Overjoy'd ! Thou'rt diſtrated—what ails 
the Fellow=—— Where's Camplyy's Song? 
Trin. Oh! my Lord, one would not thirk 'twas 1a 
him, Mr. Campley's really a very great Poet—as for the 
Song, ' tis only as they all end in Rhime—Owe—Woe 
—Iiſſes— Kiſſes—Boy— Joy—But, my Lord, the other 
in long heroic Blank Verſe; DT . 
| Reading it with a great Tone——= 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim, or Order, the Sum f 
_ ſweetly it runs? Pactolian Guineas chink every 
Ine——- | 
Ld.H. How very handſomely this was done in Campe 
lcy ! I wondered indeed he was ſo willing to ſhew his 
Verſes—in how careleſs a Manner that Fellow does the 
greateſt Actions — 55 
Trim. My Lord, pray my Lord, ſha'nt I go imme- 
dately to Cutpurſe's? | | 
Id. H. No, Sirrak - now we've no occaſion for it — 
Trim, No, my Lord, only to ftare him full in the Face 
after Pve received thi-Money,not ſay a Word, but keep 
my Hat on, and walk out—Or perhaps not hear, if any 
I meet with ſpeak to me—Bur grows ſtiff, deaf, and 
ſhort- ſighted to all my old Acquaintance, like a ſudden 
rich Man as I am—Or, perhaps, my Lord, defire Car- 


purſe's 
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purſe's Clerk to let me leave Fifty Pounds at theirHouſe, 
payable to Mr. William Trim, or Order — till I come 
that Way—or a Month or two hence, may have Oc- 
caſion for it I don't know what Bills may be drawn 
upon me Then when the Clerk begins to ſtare at me, 

till he pulls the great Gooſe quill from behind his Ear 
—[ Pulls a Hanoful of Farthings out.] I fall a Reckon- 
ing the Pieces as I do theſe Farthings. OY 
Ld. H. Well, Sirrah, you may have your Humour, 
but be ſure you take Fourſcore Pounds, and paymy Debts 
immediately if you meet any Oticer you ever ſee me 
in Company with that looks grave at Cutfurſz's Houſe, 
tell him I'd ſpeak with him We muſt help our Friends 
— But learn Moderation, you Rogue, in your Gd 
Fortune; be at Home all the Evening after, while 1 
wait at Tom's to meet Campley in order to ſee Lady 
Sha rl. e ; 
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My Good or Ill in her alone is found, | 
And in that Thought all other Cares are droawn'd, Ex. 


Enter Sable, Lord Brumpton and Truſty. 
Sab. Why, my Lord, you can't in Conſcience put 
me off ſo; I muſt do according to my Orders, cut yu 
up, and embalm you, except you'll come down a little 
deeper than you talk of; you don't conſider the 
Charges I have been at already, | 

Ld. B. Charges ? for what ? 

Sab. Firſt, TwentyGuineas to my Lady's Woman for 
Notice of yourDeath (a F ce I've before now known the 
Widow herſelf go halves in) but no Matter foi that 
in the next Place, Ten Pounds for watching you all 
your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter — 

Ld. B. Watching me? Why 1 had none but my 
own Servants by Turns— „ 2 

Sab. I mean attending to give Notice of your Death: 
I bad all your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter at Half 
a Crown a Day, a Fellow waiting at your Gate to tt 
bring melntelligence, but you unfortunately recovered, | 
and I loſt all my obligins Pains for your Service, 

Bs „ 


„% Fenn: On, 
Ld. B. Ha! ha! ha! Sable, thou'rt a very impu- 
dert Fellow. Half a Crown a Day to attend my De- 
ceale, and loſt tacu reckon it to me ?— | 
Sab. Look you, Gentlemen, don't ſtand ſtaring at 
me-! have a Bock at Home, which I call my Doomſ- 
day Book, where 1 have every Man of Quiality's Age 
and Ditemper in Toun, and know when you ſhould 
diop Nay, my Lord, if you had reflected upon your 
Mcrtality half ſo much as poor I have for you, you 
would not deſire to return to Life thus» in ſhort, I 
cannct keep this a Secret, under the whole Money I 
am to haye for burying you. | 2k 
[d. B. Traſiy, if you think it ſafe in you to my 
my Orders after the Deed Paxxle told his Clerk of, 
Pay it him - . | 
Tru. J ſhould be glad to give it out of my own 
Pocket, rather than be without the Satisfaction of ſee- 
ing you Witneſs to it. . 8 , 
Ld. B. I heartily believe thee, dear Try; — | 
Sab. Then my Lord, the Secret of your being alive 
is now ſafe with me. 5 
Tru. I'll warrant I'll be revenged of this unconſci- 
onable Dog — [Ad.] My Loid, you muſt to your 
Cloſet—IT fear ſomehody's coming 
[ Exeum Sable one Way, Ld. B. and Truſty another. 


SCENE 4 aws and diſcovers Lad, Sharlot reading at 
a Table. Lady Harriot playing at à Glaſs to and 
fre, and vit wing herjelf, - 25 


L. Ha. Nay, good ſage Siſter, you may as well talk 
to me. [c at herjelf as ſbe 2 as ſit ſtaring at 
a Book which I know you can't attend- Good Dr. 
Lucas may have writ there what he pleaſes, but there's 
no putting Fre.cs Lord Hardy, now Earl of Brampton, 
out of your Head, or making him abſent from your 
Eyes: Do bot lock at me now, and deny it if you can. 
I. S5. Ycuare he maddeſt Girl [ Smiling. 
I.. Ha. Lock ye, knew you could not ſay it and 
forbear laughin, Lo. ing eder Sharlot] Oh 1 ſee his 
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Name as plain as you do—F--r-.a--n Fran c-i-s cis, 
Francis, *tis in every line of the Book, + 

L. Sh. [Rifing.] Tis in vain, I fee, to mind any 
thing in ſuch impertinent Company — but granting 


 *twere as you fay, as to my Lord Hardy-. 'tis more 
excuſable to admire another than one's ſelf —— 
I.. Ha. No, I think not — Yes, I grant you than 
really to be vain at one's Peron, but i don't admire 
m\feif——Piſh! 1 don't believe my Eyes have that 
Softneſs—[ Looking in the Glajs.] They art t piercing: 
No, *tis only Stuff, the Men will be tilking—Some 
_ People are ſuch Ad mirers of Teeth—Lord, what ſig- 
. nifies Teeth? [ Showing her Teeth) A very Black- a- moor 
has as white Teeth as I— No, Siſter, 1 don't admire 
myſelf, but I've a Spirit of Contradictioa in me: I don't 
know I'm in Love with myſelf, only io rival the Men-- 
L. Sh. Ay, but Mr. Campiey will gain Ground ev'n 
of that Rival of his, your dear felf ——— | 
| L. Ha, Oh! what have I done to you, that vou 
ſhould name that inſolent Intruder—A con fident opi - 
nionative Fop—— No indeed, if | am, as a Poetical Lo- 
ver of mine ſigh'd and ſung of both Sexes, 
Pe publick Envy, and the publick Care, 
J ſthan't be ſo eaſily catch'd— 1 thank him-——T want 
but to be ſure, I ſhou'd heartily torment kim, by ba- 
. niſhing him, and then conſider whether he ſhould de- 
part this Life or not. | | 
L. $5. Indeed, Siſter, to be ſerious with you, this 
Vanity ia your Humour does not at all become you ! 
L. Ha. Vanity ! All the Matter is, we gay People 
are more ſincere than you wiſe Folks: All your Life's 
an Art———Speak your 50ul——Look you there 
Haliag her to the Gla/s| Are you not firuck with a ſe- 
cret Pleaſure, when you view that Bloom in your Loo':, 
that Harmony in your Snape, that Promptitude ot 
your Mien! 1 OY 
L. SH. Well, Simpleton, if I am at firſt fo ſilly as 
to be a little taken with myſelf, I know it a Fault, 
and take Pains to correct it, „„ 
ol 


36 The FUNERAL: Or, 
L.Ha.Pſhaw! Pſhaw! talk this muſty Tale to old Mrs, 
Fardingale, tis too ſoon for me to think at that Rate —— 
I. $h, They that think it too ſoon to underſtand 
themſclves, will very ſoon find it too late—But tell 
me honeſtly, don't you like Campley ? 3 i 

L. Ha. The Fellow is not to be abhorr'd, if the for- 
ward Thing did not think of getting me ſo cafily—— 
0h l hate a heart. I can't break when I pleaſe ——— 
What makes the Value of dear China, but that *tis ſo 
brittle !——were it not for that, you might as well 

have one Mugs in your Cloſet— | 
I. Sh. Hiſt, hiſt, here's Fardingale—— 
2 Enter Fardingale. | | 
Far. Lady Harri:t, Lady Sharlst I'll entertain 
vou now; I've a new Song juſt come hot out of the 
Poet's Brain: Lady Sharlet, my Coulin Caunpley writ 
it, and 'tis ſet to a pretty Air I warrant you. 
L. Ila. Tis like to be pretty indeed, of his Writing, 
8 [ Flings axvay. 
Far. Come, come—this is not one of your Tringham 
Trangham, witty Things, that yuur poor Poets v rite; 
no, tis well known my Couun Carpicy has two thou- 
and Pounds aYear—3pat this isall Piſſimulation in you. 
IL. $4. Tis fo indeed, for your Couſin's Song's ve- 
ry pretty, Mrs. Fardingale. e 


Reads. 

Let not Lowe on me beſtowc, 

Heft Diſtreſs, and tender Moe; 

J i.:165v none but ſubflaniial Bliſſes, 

Eaver Glances, ſolid Kiſſes " 

J know nit what the Lovers fiign, 
; Or finer Pleaſure mixt with Pain; 
N ben pr'tbee give me, gentle Boy, 
| None of thy Grief, but all thy Foy. 


But Harriet thinks that a little unreaſonable, to exo. 
pect one without enduring t'other, : 
5 | Enter 
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Enter Serc ant. 


Ser. There's your Couſiu Camplcy to wait on you 


Far. Let him come in we ſhall have the Song 
no w 


Enter Campley. 


Cam. Ladies, your moſt obedient Servant — Your 
Servant, Lady Sharlot—— Servant, Lady Harrio —— 


_ [Harriot looks grave upon him] What's the Matter, dear 
Lady Harriot—Not well? I proteſt to you I'm mighti- 
ly concern'd—[ pulls out a Bottle) This is a molt ex- 
cellent Spirit—ſauff it up, Madam 


L. Ha. Piſh--the familiar Coxcomb frets . ne f. : 


Cam. Twill ober, I hope, immediately. 
L. SSO. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhewn us ſome 


of your Poetry; there's the Spinnet, Mr. Canpley, I 


know you're muſical. 

Cam. She thould not have call'd it my Poetry. 
Far. No; Who waits there — Pray bring my Lute 
out of the next Room - | 

Euter Servant with a Lute. 
You muſt know I con'd this Song before I came in, 


and find it will go to an excellent Air of old Mr. Laws's, 


who was my Mother's intimate Acquaintance: My 
Mother's, what do I talk of? I mean my Grand-mo- 
ther's,—O here's the Lute - Couſin Campley, hold the 
Song upon your Hat. [ide to hin] Tis a pretty Gal» 
lantry to a Relation. e 
| Sings aud ſquails, 
Let not love, &c. 

Oh! I have left off theſe Things many a Day. | 

Camp. No ; I profeſs, Madam, you do it admira- 


bly—but are not aſſur'd enough— Take it higher [iz 


her owwn S$quali] Thus ! know your Voice will bear it. 
L. Ha. Oh hideous ! Oh the groſs Flatterer—l ſhall 
burſt Mrs. Faraing ale, pray go on, the Muſick 
fits the Words molt aptly— Take it higher, as your 
Couſin adviſes.— 55 


Far. Oh dear Madam, do you really like it-I do 


it purely to pleaſe you—for I can't ſing, alas! | 
it Purely to p 7 1 L. S5. 
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L. S. We krow it, good Madam, we know it 
But pray «+ - 

Far. Let not Love, and ſubſtantial Blifſes, is lively 
enough, and ran accordingly in the Tune [Curt/ies 10 
the Company.] Now I took it higher= _ | 

L. Ha. Incomparably done ! nothing can equal it, 
except your Coutin ſang his own Poetry 


— 


Cam, Madam, from my Lord Haray [ Delivers a 


Lilier to Lady Sharlot] How do you ſay, my Lady Har- 


1 


riot, except} ſing it myſelf! then I aſſure you I will- 
IL. SH. I han't Patience, I muſt go read my Letier. 


| [ Exit. 
Cam. Sings, Let nit Lowe, &c. 4 
Far. Bleſs me, what becomes of Lady Sharlot ? 
3 | . Exit. 
L. Ha. Mrs. Fardingale, Mrs. Fardingale, 4 
we loſe you? [ Going after her, 
Campley runs to the Door, takes the Key cut, and locks 
x Her in, 
What means this Infolence? a Plot upon me—Do you 
know who I am 
Cam. Yes, Madam, you're my Lady Harriot Lovely, 
with ten Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket; and I am 


Mr. Camp ey with two Thouſand a Year—of Quality 


enough to pretend to you And I do deſign, before I 
leave this Room, to hear you tail: like a reaſonable 
Woman, as Nature has made yo —-Nay, *tis in vain 


3 „ 7 47% 


to flounce and diſcompoſe your elf and your Dreſs 

L. Ha. If there ate Swords, if thy are Men of Honour, 
and not all Daſtards, Cow ards that pretend to this in- 
jur'd Perſon —— _ | Running round the Room. 


Cam. Ay, ay, Madam, let ein come—That's pong | 


me in my Way, Fighting's ry Trede but you've us? 
all Mankind too ill to expect {> much Service in 
ſhort, Madam, were you a Fc 1, I ſhould not deſire to 
expoſtulate with you [ Serzing her Hand, 
I. Ha. Unhand me, Rav :iher—[ Pulls her Hand from 
bim, Chafes round the Ream, Campley after her, 


Came 


v4 14s 
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Cam. But Madam, Madam, Madam, why Madam! 


Pr'ythee Cynthia /cok behind you, [Sings. 
Age and Mrenales will &ertake ii 


I. Ha. Age, Wrinkles, Small-Pox, nay, any Thing 
that's moſt abhorrent to Youth and Bloom, were wel⸗ 
come in the Place of ſo deteſted a Creature. 
Cam. No ſuch Matter, Lady Harrist, 1 would not be 
a vain Coxcomb, but I know I am not deteſtable, Nays 
know where you've ſaid as much before you underitood 
me for your Servant. Was 1 immediately transform- 
ed becauſe I became your Lover ? | 
L. Ha. My Lover, Sir? did | ever give you Reafon 
to think J admitted you as ſuch ? - 
Cam. Yes, you did in your uſing me ill---for if you 
did not aſſume upon theScore of my pretending to you, 
how do you anſwer yourſelf ſome parts of yourBehavi- 
our to me as a Gentleman---'Tis trivial all this in you, 
and derogates from the good Senſe I know youMiſtreſs 
of. Do but conſider, Madam, I have long lov'd you— 
bore with this fantaſtick Humour through all its Mazes 
=--Nay, do not frown——for *tis no better I fay, 1 
have bore with this Humour, but would you have me 
with an unmanlyServitude feed it---No, I love with too 
ſincere, too honeſt a Devotion---and would you have 
yourMind as faultleſs as yourPerſon, which *twould be, 
if you'll lay aſide this Vanity of being purſued with 
Sighs, with Flatteries, with Nonſenſe. [ She awalks 
about leſs wiolently, but more confus'd.) Oh my Heart 
akes at the Diſturbance which I give her, but ſhe muſk 
not ſee it---[o/ide.] Had I not better tell you of it now, 
than when you are in my Power ; I ſhould be then too 
generous to thwart your Inclination. 8 
L. Ha. That is indeed "my handſomely ſaid. Why 
ſhould I not obey Reaſon as ſoon as I ſee it 4/ede.} 
Since ſo, Mr. Campley, I can as ingenioully as | ſhoul 
then, acknowledge that I have been in an Error. 
5 | [ Looking down on her Far. 
Can. Nay that's too great aCondeſcenſion: Oh! Ex- 
cellence! I repent ! I ſee tas butJultice in you to de- 
mand 


Wes 


r ws 
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mand my Knees, [Kneeling.] my Sighs, my conſtant 


tendereſt Regard and Service—And you ſhall. have 
'em, ſince you are above 'em | 
L. Ha. Nay, Mr. Campley, you won't recal me to a 
Fault you have fo lately ſheẽn me——1 will not ſuffer 
this no moreEcſtaſies! But pray, Sir, what was't 
ycu did to get my Siſter out of the Room? 
Cam. You may know it, and I muit deſire you to 
aſſiſt my Lord Harq there, who writ to her by me 
For he is no Raviſher, as you call'd me juſt now. — 


He is now in the Houſe — And I would fain gain an 


Interview 


L. Ha. That they may have---But they'll make little 


_ Uſe of it: for the Tongue is the Inſtrument of Speech 
to us of a lower Form; they are of that high Order of 


Lovers, who know none but eloquent Silence, and can 


utter themſelves only by a Geſture that ſpeaks their 


Paſſion inexpreſſible and what not fine Vhings, 


while they are together. 

L. Ha. I {wear | don't know how to ſee my Siſter.— 
ſhe'll laugh me to Death to ſee me out of my Pantofles, 
and you and I thus familiar——However, I know 
ſhe'll approve it. 

Cam. You may boaſt yourſelf an Heroine to her, and 
the firit Woman that was ever vanquiſned by hearing 
Truth, and had Sincerity enough toreceive fo roughan 
Obligation,as being made acquainted with herFaults-- 


Cam. But pray let's go into your Sifter's Cloſet, 


Come, Madam, ſtand your Ground bravely, we'll march 


in to her thus. Se leauiug o Cam pley. 


L. Ha. Who'll believe a Woman's Auger more? Pve 
betray'd the whole Sex to you, Mr. Campley. [ Exeunt, 


| Be. enter Lord Hardy and Campley. * 


Camp. My Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, will 


immediately fend her hither--- But be yourſelf.-— Charge 
her bravely ——lwiſh ſhe were a Cannon — An eigh- 
teen Pounder for your Sake 


7 Then I know, were 
there Occaſion, you'd be in the Mouth of her —— 


| Ls H. 
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IL. H. I long, yet fear to fee her I know I am 
unable to utter myſelf—— _ Hy 
Cam. Come, retiic here 'till ſhe appears. 


Euter Lady Sharlot. 


IL. SY. Now is the tender Moment now approaching. 
L.] There he is | The, a, proach and / [ute each ether 

tren ling.] Your Lorditip will pleaſe to fit; [Ver a 
Very lng Pais, ſtolen Glances, and irre/pluts Glare. | 
Your Lordſhip, It ink, has travelled thoſe Parts of 
Italy where the Armits are — | 

L. A. Yes, Madam X | 8 ; 

La. SB. I think lhaveLetters from you, dated Mantua. 

Ld. H. I hope you have, Madam, and that their 
Purpoſe „ | | 

Ld. S. My Lord? - [Looking ferious and confus'd. 

Ld. H. Was not yourLadyſhip going tuſayſumething? 
Lu. S. Ionly attended to what yourLordſhip was go- 

ing to ſay---That is, my Lord---But you were, I believe, 

oing to ſay ſomething of that Garden of the World, 

tily---I am very ſorry your Misfortunes in England 
— ſuch as make you juſtly regret your leaving that 

ace. | 

Id. H. There is a Perſon in England may make 
thoſe Loſſes inſenſible to me eg: | 
Id. S. Indeed, my Lord, there have ſo very few 
of Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, that your 
Birth apd Merit may well hope for his Favour. 
I. d. H. | have, indeed, all the Zeal in the World for 
his Majeſty's Service, and moſt grateful Affection for 
his Perſon, but did not then mean him | 

Ld. SH. But can you indeed impartially ſay that our 
Iſland is really preferable to the reſt of the World, or 
is it an Arrogance only in us to think ſo-? 

Ld. H. I profeſs, Madam, that little I have ſeen has 
but more endeared England to me ; for that Medley of 
Humours which perhaps diſtracts our publick Affairs, 
does, methinks improve our private Lives, and makes 

Converſauon more various, and conſequentlymore plea- 


ſing 


Power. 
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fing—Every where elſe both Men and Things have 


the ſame Countenance—In France you meet much Ci- 
vility and little Friendſhip ; in Holland deep Attention, 
but little Reflection; in 7aly, all Pleaſure, but noMirth 


— But here with us, where you have every where Pre- 


tenders, or Maſters in everv Thing, yo 1 can't fall into 
Company——wherein you ſhall not he inſtructec or 
diverted. | | | 7 

L. SS. I never had an Account of any Thing from you 


my Lord, but | mourn'd the loſs of my Brother, you 


would have been ſo happy a( ompanion for him--With 
that right Seuſe of yours—My Lord, you need not bow 


fo obſequioully, for J do you but juſſice - But you ſent 


me Word of your ſeeing a Lady in 7taly very like me 
— Did you viſt her often ? 


L. H. Once or twice, but I obſerved her ſo looſe a 


Creature, that I could have killed her for having your 
Perſon — 5 
L. $4.1 thank you, Sir,; but Heay'n that preſerves 


me unlike her, will, I hope, make her more like me 


— But your Fellow-Traveller—His Relations them- 
ſelves know not a juſt Account of him— 


L. H. The original Cauſe of his Fever was a violent 


Paſſion for a fine young Woman he had not Power to 
ſpeak to—but I told her his Regard for her as paſſio- 


nately as poſſible— 


L. SY. You were to him, what Mr. Campley has 


been to you---Whither am I running Poor, your 
1 Gentleman - 1 
IL. H. I hope then as Campley's Eloquence is greater 
ſo has been his 8 * n 
L. SSH. My Lord? 
Ld. H. Your Ladyſhip's. 


Enter Lady Harriot. 


L. Ha. Undone! Undone ! Tatliaid has found, by 


ſome Means or other, that Campley brought my Lord 


Hardy hither; we are utterly ruin'd, my Lady's coming — 


Ld. H. Til ſtay and confront her. 
L. SH. 1 


Enter 


t muſt not be we are too much in her 
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Enter Campley. 

Cam. Come, come, my Lord, we're routed Horſe 
and Foot—Down the back Stairs and ſo out [ Exeunt. 
Ladies. Ay, av——— 8 — 
L. Ha. I tremble every Joint of me 

L. SY. I'm at a Stand a little, but Rage will re- 
cover me; ſhe's coming i 


Enter Widow. 


Vid. Ladies, your Servant! fear J interrupt you, 
have you Company ? Lady Hlarri t, your Servant, | ady 
Shariots, your Servant? What, not a Word— 0h, I 
beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon Lady Shar/ot did I ſay ? 
My young Lady Brungton, I wiſh you Joy. 

L. SS. O, your Servant, Lady Dowager Brumpton— 
That's an Appellation of much more Joy to you 

MWid. So ſmart, Madam; but you ſhould, methinks, 
have made one acquainted—Yet, Madam, your Con- 

duct is ſeen through— 5 OS 

L. SH. My Conduct, Lady Brumpton / 5 . i# 

Vid. Your Conduct, Lady Sharlor! | 1 

5 [ Coming up to each other, IL 
L.. S5. Madam, *tis you are ſeen through all your 

thin Diſguiſes . 
8 Yikeo ? By whom ? EO es 
IL. 6h. By an all- piercing Eye, nay, by what you 
much more tear, the eye of the World —The World 
ſees you, or ſhall ſee you: it ſhall know your ſecret _ _. 
Intemperance, your public Faſting—Looſe Poems in 
your Cloſet, an Homily on your Toilet—Your eaſy ; 
ſkilful practis'd Hypocriſy, by which you wrought up- N 
on yourHuſband baſely to transfer the Truſt and Ward f 
of us, two helpleſs Virgins, into the Hands and Care | 
of —I cannot name it Vou're a wicked Woman. 5 [ 
I. Ha. [Afae.) Oh rare Sifter! *Tis a fine Thing | 

to keep one's Anger in ſtock by one; we that are 
angry and pleas'd every half Hour, having nothing at — 
all of all this high-flown Fury ! Why, ſhe rages like a — 
Princeſs in a Tragedy! Bleſſings on her Tongue | 1 

Wid. Is this the Effect of your Morning Lectures, ö 
your Self- Examination, all this Fury. L. | 


- — 
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L. $5, Ves, it is, Madam, if [ take Pairs to govern 


my Paſſions, it ſhall not give Licence to others to go- 
vern 'em for me | 

Il id, Well, Lad: Sharlot, however you ill deſerve it 
of me, [ ſhall take Cate, white there are Locks and 


Bar:, to keep you from Lord Hurd. From being a 


Leiger Lady, from carrying a Knapſack. 
I. SH. Knapſack! Do you upbraid the Poverty your 
own wicked Arts have brought him to —Knapſack! Oh 
grant me Patience, can I hear this of the Man I love? 
EKnapſack! I have not Words [Sings about the Rioms. 
id. I leave you to cool upon it; Love and Anger 
are very warm Paſſion ———— _ 
L. SY. She has lock'd us in 
L. H. Knapſack? Well, Iwill break Walls to go to 


him! could fit down and cry my Eyes out! Pear 


Siler, what a Rage have I been in! oy ang I'll 
give Vent to my juſt Reſentment — Oh 


we run into the world, that Youth and Innocence, 


which ſhould demand Aſſiſtance, does but attract In- 


vaders : Will Providence guard us? How do ſee that 
our Sex 1s naturally indigent of Protection ?—I hope 
tis in Fate to crown our Loves; for it is only in the 


Protection of Men of Honour, that we are naturally 


truly ſafe; 


And Weman's Happineſs, for all her Scorn, 
1s only by that Side whence ſhe was born. 


HY 


ACT 


[ Exit, | 


ow ſhall 1 
avoid this baſe Woman, how meet that excellent Man! 
Wnat an helpleſs Condition are you and I in now? If 
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neee, 


ACT It. SCENE 1 


Enter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. 
Ld. H. THAT Jade Tattleaid ſaw me upon the 
| Stairs, for I had not Patience to keep 
my Concealment, but mult pecp out to ſee what was 

become of you. . 

Came But we have Advice, however, it ſeems from 
the Garriſon already — this Miſtreſs of Trim's is a 
mighty lucky Acciden.aẽ 

Trim. Ay, Gentlemen, ſhe has free Egreſs and Re- 
greſs, and you know the French are the beſt bred Peo- 
ple in the World—ſhe'll be aſſiſtant but *Faith, I 
have one Scruple that hangs about me—and that is, — 
Look you, my Lord, we Servants have no Maſters in 
their Abſence—In a Word, when I am with Mademoi- 
elle I talk of your Lordſhip as only a particular Ac- 
quaintance, that I do Buſineſs indeed for you ſome- 
times l muſt needs ſay, cries I, that indeed my Lord 
Hardy 1s really a Perſon I have a great Honour for — 

Ld. H. Pin ! 3s that all? I underſtand you—your 
Miſtreſs does not know that you do me the Honour to 
clean my Shoes or ſo, upon Occaſion—Pre'ythee, Vill, 
make yourſelf as conſiderable as you pleaſe. 


Trim. Well then, your Leſſon is this She out 


of her Reſpect to me, and underſtanding Mr. Campley 
was an Intimate of my Friend my Lord Haray, and con- 
deſcending (tho? ſhe is of a great Houſe in France) to 
make Mantua's for the Improvement of the Ezg/;fh— 
which gives her eaſy Admittance—She, I ſay, mov'd 
by theſe Promiſes, has vouchſafed to bring a Letter 
from my Lady Harriet to Mr. Campley, and came to me 
to bring her to him. You are to underſtand alſo, that 
ſhe is dreſs'd in the lateſt French Cut; her Dreſs is the 


Model 
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her Habit, and herſelf of their Manners—for ſhe i.. 
But you ſhall fee her— [Exie. 
Ld, H. This gives me ſome Life!—Cheer up, Tom 
— but behold the Solemnity—Do you ſee Trim's Gal- 
lany ? 1 ſhall laugh out. ID | 


Enter Trim leading in Mademoiſelle, 

Trim. My dear Lord Hardy, this is Mademoiſelle 
4 Epingle, whoſe Name you've often heard me figh— 
[ Lord Hardy /alutes her] Mr. Campley—Mademoiſelle 
4 Epingle. [Campley /alutes her.] | 

Mad. Votre Servant, Gentlemen, votre Servante— 

Cam. I proteſt to you, I never ſaw any Thing ſo 
becoming as your Dreſs—ſhall I beg the Favour you'd 
condeſcend to let Mr. Trim lead you once round the 
Room, that I may admire the Elegance of your Ha- 

bit [Trim leads her round. 
Lud. H. How could you aſk ſuch a Thing? 
Can. Pſhaw, my Lord, your a baſhful Englih Fel- 
low—You ſee ſhe is not ſurprized at it, but thinks me 
_ gallant in deſiring it---Oh, Madam! your Air !---'The 

Negligence, the Diſengagement of your Manner! O 
how delicate is your noble Nation—l ſwear, there's 
none but the clumſy Dutch and Engliſh would oppoſe 
ſach polite Conquerors When ſhall you ſee an 
Engliſh Woman ſo dreſs'd? | 
Mad. De Engliſe! poor Barbarians, poorSavages,dey 
know no more of de Dreſs, but to cover dere Nakedneſs 
ry along the Room.) Dey be cloded, but no dreſs'd— 

ut Monheur Terim, which Monſieur Campley ? 

Trim. That's honeſt Tom Campley — 

Cam. At your Service, Mademoiſelle __ 

Mad. I fear | incur de Cenſure, [pulling out theLetter 
and recollecting as loth to deliver it] but Mr. Terim being 
' your intimate Friend, and I deſigning to honour him 
in de way of an Huſband—So, ſo, how do I run away 
in Diſcourſe——1I never make Promiſe to Mr. Terin 

before, and now do it par Accident: 

Cam. DearWillTrim is extremely obliging in having 
prevail'd upon you to do a Thing, that the Severity of 
| your 


. hu * 


but leis me write on 
will have Admittance every where, therefore we may hear 
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yourVirtue, and the Greatneſs of yourQuality (though 
a Stranger in the Country you now honour by your 


_ dwelling in it) would not let you otherwiſe condeſcend 


to 


Mad. Oh Monſieur ! Oh Monſieur ! you ſpeak my 
very Though ts—Oh! I don't know how ! Pardon me 
to give a Billet—it ſo look! O fy ! I cannot ſtay after 
It—[ Drops it, runs affedtedly to the other End of the Room, 
then quite out, re-enters] I beg ten Thouſand Pardons 


for go ſo mal a propos. [ Ctr tfies as going. 


Ld. H. Your Servant, good Madam Mr. Trim, you 


know you command here — pray, if Madam 4 Epixgle 


will honour our Cottage with longer Stay, wait on 

her in and entertain her — pray, Sir, be free—— 
Trim. My Lord, you know your Power over me. 

I'm all Complaiſance [Leads her out. 
Cam. Now to my dear Epiſtle—— 


THERE is one Thing which you were too generous to 
© touch upon in our laſt Converſation---We have Reaſon 


to fear the Widow's Practices in relation to our Fortunes, # 


you are not too quick for her--T aſe Lady Sharlot whether 
this is not her Senſe to Lord Hardy — She ſays nothing, 


Theje People always have, and 


from you. 5 
| I am, SIR, 

Your moſt obedient Servant, 
Harriot Lovely. 
My obedient Servant! 5 
Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as now 
ten Thouſand Thouſand Kifſes on thee——Thou dear 


Paper Look you, my Lord—— What a pretty 
Hand it is? TT 


Ld. H. Why, Tom, thou doſt not give me Leave 


to ſee it — you ſnatch it to your Mouth fo——yog'll 


ſtifle the poor Lady 


C am. 


\ 
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Cam. Look you, my Lord, all along the Lines, here 


went the Pen, and through the white Intervals her 
ſnowy Fingers. Do you ſee, this is her Name 


Ld. H. Nay, there's Lady SHarlot's Name too in the 


Why, you'll not be fo uncon- 


midſt ot the Letter 


ſcionable——vou're ſo greedy, you'll give me one 


Kiſs ſure ——— 


Cam. Well, you ſhall, but you're fo eager—don't 
bite me - for you ſhan't have it in your own Hands 


there, there, there Let o my hand | 
Ld. H. What an exquiſite Pleaſure there is in this 
Foolery - But what ſhall we do? | 


Cam. have a Thought; pry'thee, my Lord, call Trim. 


Ld. II. Ha, Trin 


Car. Hold, Mr. Trin. — Vou forget his Miſtreſs is 


there. 
Id. H. Cra' mercy Dear Vill Trim, ſtep in hither, 
Cam. Ay, that's ſomething | 
Euter Trim. | 
Trim, have nct I ſzen a young Woman ſometime carry 
Madam &Epinzle's Trinkeis for her, coming from my 
Lady Brumplon'S—— | 

Trim. Yes, you might have ſeen ſuch a one, ſhe 
waits for her now—— 

Cam. Do you think you could not prevail for me to 
be dreſs'd in that Wench's Cloaths, and attend your 
Miſtreſs in her Stead thither ? They'll not dream we 
ſhould fo ſoon attempt again — 

Trim, Yes, I'll engage i... 

Cam. Then we'll truſt the Reſt to our good Genius, 
I'll about it inſtantl)—Harriot Lovely — 8 

[Exit kiffing the Letter. 
Enter Widow and Tattleaid. 

 Wid. This was well done of you; be ſure you, take 
Care of their young Ladyſhips ; you ſhall, I promiſe 
you, have a Snip in the Sale of em. 

Tat. I th:nk your good Ladyſhip. 

W:4. Is that the Porter's Paper of How d'ye's ? 

Tat. Yes, Madam, he juſt ſent it up His general 
| Anſwer 
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Anſwer is, that you're as well as can be expected in 


your Condition, but that you ſee no Body 
Mad. That's right [reading Names. ] Lady Riggle, 
Lady Formal —Oh! that Riggle, a pert Ogler ——an 
indiſcreet filly Thing, who is really known by no Man, 
yet for her Carriage juſtly thought common to all ; and 
as Formal has only the Appearance of Virtue, ſo ſhe has 
only the Appearance of Vice— What Chance, I wonder, 
Put theſe Contradictions to each other iu to the ſame 


Coach, as you ſay they call'd —Mrs. Frances and Mrs. 


Winnifred Glibe — who are they? 

Tat. They are the Country great Fortunes, have 
been out of Town this whole Yea: ; they are thoſe 
whom your Ladyſhip ſail upon being very well born, 
took upon 'em to be very i bred-—— 

Wid. Did I ſay fo? really 1 think 'twas apt enough, 


now [ remember em: Lady rind l. Oh, that ſmug old 
Woman! there's no enduring herAffectation of Youth, 


but I plague her; I always aſk whether her Daughter in 
Wiltfhire has a Grandchild yet or not—Lady Worthy — 
I can't bear her Company, ſhe has ſo much of that Vir- 
tue in her Heart, which Il have in my Mouth only. Z/e.] 


Mrs. After-Day—Oh, that's ſhe that was the greatBeauty 


—the mighty Toaſt about Town, that's juit come out 
of the Small Pox, ſhe's horribly pitted they ſay; I long 

to ſee her and plague her with my Condolence 
Tis a pure ill-natur'd Satisfaction to ſee one that was a 
Beauty unfortunately move with the ſame Languor, ana 


Softneſs of Behaviour, that once was charming in her 


To ſee, I ſay, her mortify that us'd to kill —Ha, ha, 


ha! Thereſt are a Catalogue of mere Names or Titles 
they were born to, an inſipid Croud of the neither 


good nor bad — But you are ſure theſe other Ladies ſuſ- 
pe& not in the leaſt that I know of their com- 
1 | 1 1 13 
Tat. No, dear Madam, they are to ak for me 
Mid. I hear a Coach  _ [Exit Tat. 
 P'venow anexquiſitePleaſure in the Thoughtof ſurpaſſin 
my Lady S/y,who pretends to have outgriev'd the whole 
Town for her Huſband hey a1e certainlycoming 


— Oh 


— —— —Ud——̃— — 
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—Oh no! here let me Thus let me fit and think 
Widew on her Couch, while ſbe is raving as to pers 
attleaid /oftly brings in the Ladies.) Wietehed diſconſo- 
late as I am ! Oh welcome, — welcome dear killing An. 
2822 that I could lie down and die in my preſent 
eavineſs—But what how? Nay, my dear, dear 
Lord—— Why do you look fo pale, ſo ghaſtly at me, 
Wottoo, Wottoo, fright thy own trembling ſhiver- 
ing Wife 5 | 

Tat. Nay, good Madam, be comforted. | 
Vid. Thou ſhalt not have me [ Puſhes Tat. 
Tat. Nay, good Madam, *tis I,'tis I, your Ladyſhip's 
oun Woman—'Tis I, Madam, that dreſs you, and talk 
to you, and tell you all that's done in the Houſe every 

Dav ; 'tis x | 0 | 

Wid. Is it then poſſible ? Is it then poſſible that I am 
left ſpeak to me not- hold me not—— I'll break 


the lil ®ning walls with my Complaints. [ Looks ſurpriſed - 


at ſeeing Company, then ſeverely at Tattleaid.] Ah! Tat- 


tieu d — 


1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her, we would 


come in ſpite of her—— We are your Friends, and are 


as concern'd as you 


id. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, Madam! I am 


an undone Woman—Oh me! Alas! Alas! Oh! Oh! 
[Al join in her Notes.) I ſwoon, I expire. [Fainis. 
2 La. Pray, Mrs. Tattleaid, bring ſomething that is 
Wroial to her. [Exit Tattleaid. 
3 La. Indeed, Madam, you fhould have Patience, his 
Lorcdſhip was old. Jo die is but going before in a 

Journey we muſt all take. 
Zuter Tattleaid loaded wwith Bottles. 3d Lady takes a Beltle 
from ber and drinks. 


4 La. Lord! how my Lady 7 er drinks; I've heard, 


indeed, but never could believe it of her. [ Drinks allo. 


I La. But, Madam, don't you hear what the Town 

ſays of the Jilt Flirt, the Men lik'd fo much in the Park 
Fark ye—-was ſeen with him ia an Hackney. Coach 
— and Silk- Stockings Key-hole— his Wig— 


Gu the Chair, —— [Whiſpers by Interruption. 


2 La. 


2 * 89 & * * — [I 
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r La. Impudent Flirt to be ſound aut! TR 
$3 La. But I ſpeak it only to you FL 
4 La. Nor I but to one more ¶ biſpers aext Woman, 
5 La. I can't believe it; nay, I always thought it, 
Madam I biſpers the Widow. 
Nia. Sure tis impoſſible! the demure prim Thing 
ſure all the World's Hypecriſy—— Well, I thank my 


Stars, whatſoever Sufferings I have, I've none in Reputa- 


tion. I wonder at the Men, | could never think her hand- 
ſome. She has really a good Shape and Complexion, but 
noMien, and no Woman has the Uſe of her beauty with- 


_ out Mien. Her Charms are dumb, they wantUtterance. 


But whither does Diſtraction lead me to talk of Charms? 

1 La. Charms? a Chit's, a Girl's Charms Come 
let us Widows. be true to ourſelves, keep our Counte- 
nances, and our Characters, and a Fig for the Maids, I 


mean the un married. 


4 People for their Wealth, they might have been un 
elſe! Yau'd die, Madam, to fee her and her Equipage 


2 La. Ay, ſince they will ſet up for our Knowledge, 
why ſhould not we for their Igrorance ? 


. 3 La. But, Madam, o'Sunday Morning at Church I 


curtfied to you; and look'd at a great Fuls iq a glaring 


light dreſs next Pew. That ſtrong maſculine Thing is a 


Knight's Wife, pretends to all the Tenderneſs in the 
World! and would fain put the Unwieldly upon us for 


the ſoft, the languid! She has of a ſudden left her Dairy, 
and ſets up for a fineTown-Lady, calls her Maid S her 


Woman, ſpeaks tober by herSurname, Mrs. Cherryfiſi, and 


her greatFoot Boy of Nineteen, big enoughfor aT rooper 
is ſtripped into a Lace Coat, now Mr. Page, forſooth. 


4 La, Oh! 1 have ſeen her—Well, l heartily pity ſome 


nown. 


—1 2 the honeſt fat Tits, her Horſes, were athamed 
of their Finery ; they dragg'd on, as it they were till 
at Plough, and a great bachful-look' d Booby. behind, 


gralp'd the Coach, as if he had held one. 


ce 


5 La. Alas !, ſome People think there's nothing but 
being fine to be genteel: but the high Prance of the 


Horſes, and the briſk Inſolence of the Servants in an 


C 2 _ Equipage 
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Equipage of Quality, are inimitable, but to our own 
| Beaſts and Servant. 3 
I La. Now you talk of Equipage, Ienvy this Lady 
the Beauty ſhe'll appear in in a Mourning Coach, t will 
| Jo become her Complexion ; 1 confeſs | myſelf mourn'd 
two Years for no other Reaſon. Take up that Hood 
there; Oh! that fair Face with a Vail. "Iu 
5 i [They tale up her Hood, 
Vid. Fye, fye, Ladies—but I've been told, indeed, 
black does become 5 = 1-0 
2 La. Well, I'll take the Liberty-to ſpeak ĩt, there's 
young Nutbrain has long had (I'll be ſworn) a Paſſion 
for this Lady: but P11 tell you one Thing, I fear ſhe'll 
diſlike, that is, he's younger than ſhe is. 
3 La. No, that's no Exception; but I'll tell you, 
ten he's younger than his Brother, „ ol 
Wid. Ladies, talk not of ſuch Affairs: Who cou'd 
love ſuch an unhappy Relict as I am? But, dear Ma- 
dam, what Grounds have you for that idle Story ? 
41 La. Why, he toaſts you, and trembles when you're 
ſpoke of; it muſt be a Match. I EMA, 
| Wid. Nay, nay ; you rally, you rally: But l know 
_ you mean it kindly, 
| 1 La. I ſwear we do, 3 
I Tattleaid 2vhifpers the Widow. 
3 Vid. But I muſt beſeech you, Ladies, ſince you have 
|. been ſo compaſſionate as to, viſit and accompany my 
Sorrow, to give me the only Comfort I can now know 
to ſee my Friends chearful, and to honour an Entertain. 
ment Tattleaid has prepared within for you: It I can 
find Strength enough 111 attend you; but I wiſh you'd 
excuſe me, for I've no Reliſh of Food or Joy, but will 
try to geta Bit down in my own Chamber, | 
Al. No, no, you muſt go with us. | 
1 La. There's no Pleaſure without you. | 
Wid. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Ladyſhip | 
not to be ſo importune to my freſh Calamity, as to 
mention Nutbrain any more: I'm ſure there's nothing 
in it: In Love with me, quotha' I beipedoff. 
IExeunt. a 
Enter 


P 
0 
5 
2 
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carrying her Things. 


Mad. I very glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber; I 


was ſhamed of you. You yon ſuch impudent Look: 
Beſides me wonder you were not ſeized by the Con- 
ſtable, when you puſh'd de Man into de Kennel. 
Can. Why, ſhou'd I have let him kiſs'd me? 
Mad. No; but if you had hit him wit Fan, and ſay, 
why. ſure Saucy box, it been enough; beſide what you 


biited de Gentleman for offer kiſſe me. 7 
'Cam. I beg Pardon, I did not know you were pleaſed 


with it. Bs 


Mad. Pleaſe no, but me rader be kiſſe den you, Mr. 
Terim's Friend, be found out. Cou'd not you ſay when 


be kifie me, ſure Saucy box dat's Meat for your Ma- 


ſter. Beſides you take ſuch Strides when you walk— 
waik—Ob fye; deſe little pette tiny bits a Woman 


* [ Shewwing her Step. 
Cam. But, pr'ythee, Mademoiſelle, why have you loſt 


| your E gli longue all of a ſudden; methought when 


the Feliow call'd us French Whores, as we came along, 


and faid we came to ſtarve their own People, you gave 
him pretty plain Zagliþ ; he was a Dog, a Raſcal,you'd . 


ſend to the Stocks EN, | 
Mad. Ha! ha! ha! I was in a Paſſion, and betrayed 


myſelf, but you're my Lover's Friend, and a Man of 


Honour; therefore know you'll do nothing to injure us. 
Why, Mr. Campley, you muſt know | can ſpeak as good 
Engliſh as you, but I don't, for fear of loſing my Cuſto- 
mers: The Exgliſb will never give a Price for any Thing 
they underſtand. Nay, I've known ſome of your Fools 


pretend to buy with good Breeding, and give any Rate 
rather than not be thought to have French enough to 


know what they are doing ; ſtrange and far-fetched 
Things they only like; don't you ſee how they ſwallow 
Gallons of the Juice of Tea, while their own Dock- 
leaves are trod under Foot, mum: my Lady Harrier. 


OP Enter Lady Harriot. 
Madam, votre Servant, Servant — 


NN L. Ha. 


GRIET A-LA-Mop ER. 53 
Tuter Mademoiſelle, and Campley in Women's Clot bes, 


Ls... Ad 
— 
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L. H. Well, Mademoiſelle, did you deliver my Let» 
L. Ha, Well and how—is that it in your Hand ? 
- Mad. Ovi : I 
L. Ha. Well then, why don't you give it me? 
Mad. O fye! Lady, dat be ſo right Engliſe, de En- 
gliſe mind only de Words of de Lovers, — de Words 
of de Lovers are often Lie, but de Action no Lie 
I. Ha. What does the Thing mean? Give me my 


Cl mn———_ | 
Mad. Me did not deliver your Letter 
L. Ha. No? 1 5 | 
| Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it, to ſee Mr. 
Campley how Cavalier to take it up. As deſe me drop it 
|" ſo Monſieur run to take it up 8 1 88 
=: [They both run to take it ab. Mad. takes it. 
I.. Ha. Ovi—But dus he do—Dere de Letter 
very well, very well. O L'Amour! You act de manner 


Mr. Capie - take it up better than 1, do* you no 
| ſee it ? [They both run, Harriot gets it. 
| Ls H. Reads. 

1 MaDa M, 


| | | T AM glad you mention'd what indeed 1 did not at that 

| Time think of, nor i I had, ſbou d I have known how 
10 have 2 of. But bleſs me more than Fortune can, y 
turning thoſe fair Eyes upon, Madam, 


Your moſt Faithfal, | | 
Moſt Obedient Humble Servant, N 


What does he mean? But bleſs me more by turning 
— Oh 'tis he himſelf Looking about obſerves Cam. 
— Oh the Hoyden—the Romp—1 did not think 
any Thing could add to your native Confidence, but you 
look fo very bold in that Dreſs——and your Arms will 
fall of. And your Petticoats how they hang! 


Cam, | 


FP K "_—_— m_—_ — 
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Can. Mademoiſelle Vonlez vous de Salville L'eau 

Hongrie, Chez Monſieur Marchant de Zontpellier —Dis 

for your Teet * his Trinkets.] De Eſſence, a little 
0 


Book French for teach de elder Broders make Compli- 
ments. Will you, I ſay, have any Thing that I have, 
will you have all J have? Madam. 


L. Ha. Ves, and for the Humour's Sake, will never 


part with this Box, while I live, ha! ha! ha! 
Cam. But, L. ady Harr io, we mult not ſtand laughing; 
as you ob{erve in your Letter, Delays, are dangerous in 
this wicked Woman's Cuſtody of you -— therefore 1 


muſt, Madam, beſeech you, and pray ſtay not on Nice- 


ties, bu: be advis'd. EY 
L. Ha. Mr. Campley, J have no Will but your's. 


Cam. Thou dear Creature but Mes her Hand] 
Haitk'ye, then you muſt change Dreſſes with Mademo;/elle, 


and go with me inſtantly. | 
L. Ha. What you pleaſe 


Cam. Madam D' Epingle, I mutt deſire you to comply | 


with a Humour of Gallattry of ours, you may be {ure 
J']1l have an Eye over the Treatment you have upon my 
Account, only to change Habits with Lady Harriot, 
and let her go while you ſtay, 
Mad. Wit all my Heart. [ Oe, s to unareſs ber, F. 
L. Ha. What, before Mr. Campley? 


Mad. Oh, oh, very Arglai/e ! Dat is fo Epe, all 


Woman of Quality in France are dreſs and undreſs, by 
a Valet de Chambre, de Man Chamber- maid help Com- 


plexion, better den de Woman. DLApart to Har. 5 


L. Ha. a 4 that's a Secret in Dreſs, Mademo:/e/le, I 
never knew before, and am ſo unpoliſhed an Engii/h 
Woman as to reſolve never to learn ev'n to dreſs before 


my Huſband. Oh! Indecency! Mr. Campley, do you 


hear what Mademoiſelle ſays 
Mad. Oh! Hiſt —— Begacelle. 


L. Ha. Well, we'll run in and be ready in an Inſtant. 
| [Exeunt, L. Harriot and Mademoiſelle. 
Cam. Well, I like her every Minute better and better. 
What a delicate Chaſtity ſhe has! I here's ſomething ſo 
_ groſs in the Carriage of ſome Wives (tho? they're honeit 


„ | e 
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too) that they loſe their Huſband's Hearts for Faults, 
which if they have either good Nature or good Breed- 
ing, they know not how to tell *em of. But how hap- 
Py am I in ſuch a Friend as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreſs as 


Harriet 


Continue Heav'n, a grateful Heart to Bleſs | 
With Faith in Frienaftip, and in Love Succęſi. 


+$+$0500+00+5$995599++ 
ACT IV. SCENE 1 

Vo Enter Widow and Truſty. | 

MI Trufty, you have, I do aſſure you, the 


ſame Place and Power, in the Management 


of my Lord Brumptox's Eſtate, as in his Life-time. (I 
2m reduced to a Neceſſity of truſiing him) f a/ide] How- 
ever Tait/caid diſſembles the Matter, ſhe muſt be privy 
to Lady Harrict's Eſcape, and Fardingale's as deep with 
'em both, and I fear will be their Ruin, which 'tis my 
Care and Duty to prevent. Be vigilant, and you ſhall 
be rewarded, I ſha!l employ you wholly in Lady Share 
it's Aﬀairs, ſhe is able to pay Services done for her. 
You've Senſe, and underſtand me. [Exit Widow. 
Fru. Yes, I do indeed underſtand you, and could wiſh 
another could with as much Deteſtation as I do, but my 
poor old Lord is fo ſtrangely, fo bewitchedly enamoured 
of her, that even after this Diſcovery of herWickedneſs, 
1 ſee he could be reconcil'd to her, and though he is 
aſhamed to cor. feſs to me, l know he longs to ſpeak with 
her. If I tell Lord Haray all, to make his Fortune, he 
would not let his Father be diſhonoured by a publick 
Way of Separation. If Things are acted privately, I 
know ſhe'll throw us all; there's no Middle-way, I 
muſt expoſe her to make a Re. union impradticable: 
Alas! how is honeſt Truth ba” iſhed the World, when we 
muſt watch the Seaſons and ſoft Avenues to Mens Hearts, 
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to gain it Entrance ev'n for their own Good and In- 


Enter Lord Hardy, Cam ley, and Trim. 
Lud. H. I forget my own Misfortunes, dear Campley, 
when | reflect on your Succeſs. 


Cam. I aſſure you it moderates the Swell of Joy that 


I am in, to think of your Difficulties. I hope my Feli- 
City is previous to your's; my Lady Harriet gives her 
Service to you, and we both think it but decent to ſuſ- 
pos our Marriage, till your and Lady Sbarlot's Af- 
airs are in the ſame Poſture, | 
L. H. Where is my Lady? 9 5 

Cam. She's at my Aunt's, my Lord. But my Lord, 

if you don't interpoſe, I don't know how I ſhall adjuſt 


Matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his Miſtreſs behind 


me, I fear he'll demand Satis faction of me. | 
Trim, No, Sir; alas, I can know no Satisfaction 


while ſhe is in Jeopardy. Therefore would rather be 


put in a Way to recover her by forming the Caſtle, or 


other Feat of Arms, like a true enamour'd Swain as 


Jam. | | 
Cam. Sinee we are all three then expeQing Lovers, 

my Lord, pr'ythee let's have that Song of your's which 

ſuits our common Purpoſe, | 
L. H. Call in the Boy. 


Boy fings. 

Ye Minutes bring the happy Hour, 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Bower : 
Then ſhall all idle Flames be ver, 
Nor Eyes or Heart e er wander mere: 
Both, Chloe, fix*d jor Cer on thee, 
For thou art all thy Sex to me, © 

So: | 
A Guilty is a falſe Embrace ; 
Corinna's Lowe's a Fairy-Chace ; 
Begone, thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, 
And all that can't ſurvive Deſire. 

Chloe my Reaſon moves and Awe, 
And Cupid ſbet me, when he ſaw. 
C 


3 Trim 
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Trim. Look po Gentlemen, fince as you are pleas'd: 
to ſay we're all Lovers, and conſequently Poets, pray 
do me the Honour to hear a little Air of mine : You 
muſt know then, 1 once had the Misfortune to fall in 
Love below myſelf, but Things went hard with us at 
that Time, ſo that my Paſſion, or as I may poetically 
ſpeak, my Fire, was in the Kitchen : "Twas towards a 


Cook - maid; but before I ever ſaw Mrs. Deborah. 


Ld. H. Come on then, Trim, let's have it. 

Trin. I muſt run into next Room for a Lute, [ Exit. 
Can. This muſt be diverting ! can the Rogue play ? 
= Re-enter Trim, with a Pair of Tongs. 

Trim, Dear Cynderaxa herſelf very well underſtood 
this Inſtrument, I therefore always ſung this Song to 

it, as thus. , | . 


Cynderaxa kind and good, 
Has all my Heart au Stomach toe; 
She makes me love, not hate, my Food, 
As, other peeviſh ; a. — 


When Venus leaves ber Vulcan's Cell, 
Which all but I a Coal-hole call; 
Fh. fy, je that above Stairs dwell, 
Her Face is waſh'd, ye waniſp all. 
; III. | 
And as fbe's fair foe can impart 
That Beauty to make all Things fine ; 
Brigbtens the Floor with wond'rous Art, 
And at her Touch the Diſhes ſhine. 


16. H. I proteſt, Vill, thou art a Poet zadecd. And 
ar ber Lauch the Diſhes ſhine——And you touch your 
Lute as finely. | 


9 955 Enter Bey. . 5 
Zy. There's one Mr. Truffy below would ſpeak 
with my Lord. | 


Ld. H. Mr. Trufly, my Father's Steward, what can ; 
ke have to ſay to me ? 5 | 


Can. 
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Cam. He's very honeſt, to my Knowledge. 

Ld. H. I remember indeed when | was turn'd out of 
the Houſe, he follow'd me to the Gate, and wept aver 
me, for which I've heard he'd like to have loſt his Place. 
But however I muſt adviſe with you a little, about my 
Behaviour to him : let's in. Boy, bring him up hither, 


tell him I'll wait on him preſently, [ Exit Boy. 
I ſhall want you, I believe, here, Trim. [Exeunt. 
| | Ke. enter Boy and Troſty, 
Boy. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. 
| [ ExitBoy. 


Tru. Tis very well—theſe Lodgings are but homely 
for the Earl of Brumpron—Oh that damn'd Strumper— 
that I ſhould ever know my Maſter's Wife for ſuch 
How many thouſand things does my Head run back to? 
After my poor Father's Death the good J. ord took me, 
becauſe he was a Captain in his Regiment, and gave me 
Education : I was, I think, Three and Twenty when 
this. young Lord within was chriſtened ; what ado there 


was about 2 him Francis? [wipes his Eyes.JTheſe 


are but poor Lo 21155 for him. I cannot bear the joy 
to think that 1 ſhall ſave the Family, from which Ie 
bad my Bread. 3 e 

Enter Trim. 


Trim, Sir, my Lord will wait on you immediately, 

Treu. Sir, tis my Duty to wait on him [a- Trim 
is going. ] but, Sir, are not you the young Man tha; at- 
. him at Chrift Church in Oxford, and have fol- 

low'd him ever fince ? i ; 

Trim. Ves, Sir, I am. 

77. Nay, Sir, no harm, but you'll thrive the better 
for it. 5 : 
Trim, | like this old Fellow, I ſmell more Money. 

. : | 15 ET [ Ade, Exit. 

Fru. I think it is now eight Years ſince | ſaw him, 
he was not then nineteen, when I follow'd him to the 


Gate, and gave him fifty Guineas, which I pretended 


his Father ſent after him. 
| 125 C 6 Enter 
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1 | Enter Lord Hardy. 
- Ld. H. Mr, Trufty, l'm very glad to fee you, you look 
very hale and jolly, you wear well—— I'm glad to 
ſee it but your Commands to me, Mr. Tru/ty, 

Tru. Why, my Lord, I preſume to wait on your Lord- 


ſhip; my Lord, you're ftrangely grown; you're your 


Father's very Picture; you're he, my Lord: You are 
the very Man that look'd fo pleas'd, to ſee me look ſo 
fine in my lac'd Livery, to go to Court. I was his Page 
when hewas juſt ſuch another as you. He kiſs'd meafore 
a great many Lords, and ſaid I was a brave Man's Son, 
that taught him to exerciſe his Arms. I remember he 
carried me to the pou Window, and bid me be ſure to 
keep in your Mother's Sight in all my Finery, She was 


the fineſt young Creature, the Maids of Honour hated 


to ſee her at Court. My Lord then courted my good 
Lady: She'was as kind to me on her Death-bed, ſhe ſaid 
to me, Mr. Trufty, take Care of my Lord's ſecond Mar- 
riage for that Child's Sake: She poin ed as well as ſhe 
could to you; you fell a crying, and ſaid ſhe ſhould not 
die; but ſhe did, my Lord; ſhe left the World, and no 
one like her in't. Forgive me, my honour'd Maſter, 
Veeßs, runs to my Lord, ard lugt hin.] I've often car- 
ry'd you in theſe Arms that graſp you, they were 


ron ger then, but if I Cie to-morrow you're worth Five 


Thouſand Pounds by my Gifr, 'tis what I've got in 
the Family, and I return it to you with thanks - But 
alas, do | live to fee you wantit? 
Ld. H. You conſcund me with all this Tenderneſs 
and Generoſity. Lo” 

Tru. I'll tiouble you no longer, my Lord - bu. 

Id; I. Call it not a Trouble; for 

Tru. My good Lord, I will not, I ſay, indulge myſelf 
in talking fond Tales that melt me, and interrupt my 
Story: myBuſineſs to yourLordſhip in one Word, is this; 
lam in good Confidence at preſent with my Lady 
Dexwwager, and I know ſhe has ſome Fears upon her, 
which depend upon the Nature of taeSettlement to your 


Þi.tavourz and ander the Roit——Be yourſelf | 
| 1 0 | | | ] tear 
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J fear your Father has not had fair play for his Life; be 
_ compos'd my Lord, what is to be done in this, we'll not 
apply to publick juſtice in this caſe, 'till we ſee farther; 
"twill 4 Bn it noiſy, which we muſt not do, if I might 
adviſe. You ſhall, with a Detachment of your Com- 
pany, ſeize the Corps as it goes out of the Houſe this 
Evening to be interr'd in the Country, *twill only look 
like taking the Adminiſtration upon yourſelf, and com- 
mencing a Suit for the Eſtate ; ſhe has put off the ly. 
| Ing in State, and Lady Harriot's Eſcape with Mr. Camp- 
ley makes her fear he will prove a powerful Friend, both 
to the young Ladies and your Lordſhip. \ She cannot 
with Decency be ſo buſy, as when the Corps is out of 
the Houſe, therefore haſtens it. I know your whole 
Affair, leave the Care of Lady SHarlot to me, I'll pre- 
acquaint her, that ſhe may'nt be frightned, and diſpaſe 
of her ſafely to obſerve the Iſſue. 
1 1 wholly underſtand you, it ſhall be done. 
Tru. I'm ſure I am wanted this moment for your In- 
tereſt at home. This Ring ſhall be the Paſſport of In- 


telligence, for whom you ſend to aſſault us, and the  } 
Remittance of it ſeal'd with this, ſhall be Authentick” = 
from within the Houſe. A 

Ld. H. Tis very well. 1 


Tra. Hope all you can wiſh, my Lord, from a certain? 
Secre relating to the Eſtate, which I'll acquaint yo 
with next time I ſee you. oO [ Exit. 

Ld. II. Your Servant——This Fellow's ſtrangely ho- 
net—Ha! Vill. | | 
Enter Campley and Will. | 
Will, don't the Recruits wait for me to ſee em at their 
Parade before this Houſe ? 

Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe three Hours. 

| Ld. H. Go to em, I'll be there myſelf immediately, 
we muſt attack with 'em, if the Rogues are ſturdy, this 
very Evening. Po f : 

Trim. I gueſs where—I'm overjoy'd at it. I'll war- 
rant you they do it, if Icommand in Chief. 
Id. H. Ideſign you hall. Irims runs cat pumping, 


Camp. | 
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| Camp. You ſeem, my Lord, to be in deep Meditation, 
| Ld. H. I am fo, but not on any thing that you may 
not be acquainted with. 8 9 8 
Enter Trim, with a 2 of ragged Fellows, with 

> a Cane. BY 

1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we ſhall come to 
Blows before we ſee the French— - 

Trim. Harkee, Friend, *tis not your Affair to gueſs 
or enquire what you are going to do, 'tis only for us 


Commanders 


2 Sol. The French, Pox, they are but a Company of 
ſcratching Civet Cats—They fight? be 

Trim. Harkee, don't bluſter—were not you a little 
miſtaken in your Facings at Steenkirkl? 

2 Sol. I grant it; you know I have an Antipathy to 
the French—I hate to ſee the Dogs—Look you here, 
Gentlemen, I was ſhot quite through the Body—Look 

ou. „ 
* Trim, Pry'thee, look, where it enter'd at your Back. 

2 Sol. Look you, Mr. Trim, you will have your Its 
we know you are a Wit But what's that to a fighting 
Man:? | 8 

Enter Kate. 

Kate. Mr. Trim, — Mr. Trim —— 

Trim. Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Kate, 
] now pay the Company—and ve that pay Money ex- 
ped a little more Ceremony — | 

Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome righ 
French Brandy? 

Trim, Art thou ſure, good Woman, 'tis right? [ Dyinds.] 
How—French—pray—nay, if I find you deceive me, 
who pay the Men | [ Driats. 


Kate. Pray good Maſter, have you ſpoke to my Lord 
about me? OY 1% 
Trim. I have, but you ſhall ſpeak to him yourſelf — 
thou haſt been a true Campaigner, Kate, and we muſt 
not neglect thee—Do you ſel] grey Peaſe yet of an Even- 
ing—Mrs. Matchiack _ | { Drinks aga u. 
ais. 
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Kate. Any ching to turn the penny, but I got more 
by crying Pamphlets this Year, than by any thing [ have 
done a great while—Now I am married into the Com- 
any again, I deſign to croſs the Seas next Year. But, 
laſter, my Huſband, a Temple Porter, and a Parliament 
Man's Footman, laſt Night by their talk made me think 
there was danger of a Peace; why, they ſaid all the 
prime People were againſt a War. 5 
Frin. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I keep 
goo Company, all Men are for War, but ſome would 
ave it Abroad, and ſome would nave it at Home in 
their own Country, _ | 
. Kate. Ay, ſay you ſo : Drink about, Gentlemen, not 
a Farthing to pay; a War- is a War, be it where it 
will ; —But pray, Mr. Trim, ſpeak to my Lord, that 
when theſe Gentlemen have Shirts I may waſh for em. 
Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to-night, you 
ſhall have a Fortnight's Pay each Man as a Reward ; but 
there's none of you induſtrious, there's a thouſand things 
you might do to help out about this Town——as to 
cry Puff ——PuftPyes. Have you any Knives 
or Sciſſors to grind———or late in an Fvening, whip 
from Grubſtreet ſtrange and bloody News from Flanders 
Votes from the Houſe of Commons | 
Buns, rare Buns o!d Silver Lace, Clokes, Suits, 
or Coats——old Shoes, Boots or Hats But here, 
ere, here's my Lord a coming — here's the Captain, 
fall back into the Rank - There move up in the Centre. 
Enter Lord Hardy and Campley. 
Ld. H. Let me fee ether my ragged Friends are 
ready and about me. | 
Kate. Enſign Campley, Enfign Campley, I am overjoy'd 
to ſee your Honour, ha' the World's ſurely alter'd, ha”. 
Cam. Tis fo, *faith Kate; why art thou true to the 
Cauſe, with the Company ſtill. honeſt Amazon. | 
Late. Dear Soul, not a bit of Pride in him; but 
won't your Honour help in my Buuneſs with my Lord? 
{peak for me, noble Euſign, do. CDS | 
| Cam. Speak to him yourſelf, I'Il ſecond you. 
8 1 e Kate, 
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Kale. Noble Captain, my Lord, I ſuppoſe Mr. Trim 


bas told your Honour about my Petition, I have been 4 


great Sufferer in the Service; 'tis hard for a poor Wo- 
man to loſe nine Huſbands in a War, and no Notice ta- 


ken; nay, three of 'em, alas, in the ſame Campaign, 


here the Women ſtands that ſays it, I never ſtript a Man 
*call 1 firſt try'd if he could ſtand on his Legs, and if not, 
I think *twas fair Plunder, except our Adjutant, and he 
was a Puppy that made my eighth Huſband run the 
Gauntlet tor not turning his Toes, out. 
Ld. H. Well, we'll conſider thee, Kate, but fall back 
into the Rear, A Roll of what? Gentlemen Soldiers. 
Trim. to Bumplin.] Do you hear that, my Lord him« 
ſelf can't deny but we are all Gentlemen as much as his 
Honour | | 
Ld. H. reading.) Gentlemen Soldiers quarter'd in and 
about Guy-Court in Vinegar Yard, in Ruſſel. Court in 
Drury-Lane belonging to the Honourable Captain Hardy's 
Companyof Foot—$So, anſwer to your Names, and march 
off from the Left — John Horſeem, Corporal, march eaſy 
that I may view you as you paſs by me: Drums, Simon 
Ruffle, Darby T attoo—"There's a Shilling for you—T attoo, 
de always fo tight: How doos he keep himſelf ſo clean? 
Trim. Sir, he is a Tragedy-Drum to one of the Play- 
houſes. | | | OS 5 
Id. H. Private Gentlemen — Alexander Cowitch, 
Humphrey Mu ndungus, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab, 
Timothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemiah Duſt, Humphrey 
Carbage, Nathaniel Matchlick. | 
Cam. What, is Marchlock come back to the Company? 
That's the Fellow that brought me off at Steentirk, 
LA. H. No, Sir, tis I am oblig'd to him for that; 
[Ofering lo give him Money] there, Friend; you ſhall 
want for a6. «4 Il give thee a Halbert too. 
Kate. O brave me! Shall I be a Serjeant's Lady—I 
"faith 11] make the Drums, and the Corporals Wives, 
and Company-kcepers know their Diſtance. 
Cam. How far out of the Country did you come to 
| Lift, don't you come from Cora wal, how did you bear 


- yuur Charges? = 
| Match; 
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Match, I was whipt from Conſtable to Conſtable 


Trin. Ay, my Lord, that's due by the Courteſy of 
England to all that want in red Coats; beſides, there's 


an Act that makes us free of all Corporations, and that's 
the Ceremony of it. 


Cam. But what pretence had they for uſing you ſo ill, 


you did not pilfer ? 
Match. I was found guilty of being Poor. 
Cam. Poor Devil! 


Ld. H. Timethy Rag Oh, Nagg! I thought when 1 


gare you your Diſcharge, juſt before the Peace, we ſhould 


never have had you again; how came you to liſt now? 


Rag. To pull down the French King. 

Ld. H. Bravely reſolv'd— But pull your Shirt into 
your Breeches, in the mean time — Jecßrey Tatter— 
What's become of the Skirts and Buttons of your Coat? 
| _ Tattcr. In our laſt Clothing, in the Regiment I ſerv'd 

in before, the Colonel had one Skirt before, the Agent 


one behind, and every Captain of the Regiment a 


Button. - 3 
Id. H. Huſh you Rogue, you talk Mutiny. [Smiliag. 
Trim, Ay, Sirrah, what have you to do with more 


Knowledge than that of your Right Hand from your 


Left? [ Hits him a Blow on the Head. 
Ld. H. Hugh Clump—Clump, thou groweſt a little too 
Heavy for marching. | 


Trim. Ay, my Lord, but if we don't allow him the 


Pay, he'll ſtarve, for he's too Le to get into the Hoſ- 
pital. | „ 

1d. H. Richard Bumpkhin: Ha! A perfect Country 
Hick—how came you, Friend, to be a Soldier ? | 
| Bump. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been croſs'd 
in Love, and am willing to ſeek my Fortune. 


| Id. E. Well I've ſeen enough of 'em, if you mind : 


your Affair, and act like a wiſe General, theſe Fellows 


may do come take your Orders. | Trim puts his Hat 


on his Stick, while my Lord is giving him the Ring, and 


whiſpers Orders) Well, Gentlemen, do your Buſineſs 


manfully, and nothing ſtall be too good for you. | 
All, Bleſs your Honour. [Exe, Har. and Campley. 


DEP Trim. 
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ſhould be a Monoſyllable ! But t 
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Trim. Now, my brave Friends and Fellow-Soldiere= 
[a/ide] I muſt Fellow-Soldier em juſt before Battle, like 
a true Officer, tho? I cane 'em all the Year round be- 
fide —[Stratting abeut] Major-General Trim, no, Pox, 
Trim ſounds ſo very ſhort and ap. - 4 M30 my Name 

e 


write me, I ſuppoſe, Monſieur or Chevalier Trimont. 
Seigneur Trimoni, or Count Trimuntz, in the German 
Army, I ſhalt perhaps he call'd; ay, that's all the 


Plague and Comfort of us great Men, they do h toſs 


our Names about—But Gentlemen, you are now under 
my Command—Huzza ! Thrice—Faith, this is very 
pleaſing, this Grandeur! Why, after all, 'tis upon 
the Neck of ſuch Scroundrels as theſe Gentlemen, that 
we great Captains build our Renown—A Million or 
two of theſe Fellows make an Alexander, and as that 
my predeceſſor ſaid in the Tragedy of him on the very 


ſame Occaſion going to ſtorm for his Szatira, ſo do 1 
for my dear Sempſtreſs, Madam 4 Epingle. 


When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to fay; 
is Beauty calls, and "_w leads the Way. 


Fore gu News will 
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Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. 


tune; ſhe has, out of Impatience to ſee her- 
ſelf i in her Weeds, order'd her Mantua-Woman to ftitch 
up any thing immediately——You may hear her and 
_ Taitleaid laugh aloud— ſhe is fo wantonly merry. = 

. Ld. B. But this of Lady Sharlet is the very utmoſt of 

all II Pray read—But I muſt ſit—My late Fit 
of the Gout makes me act with Pain and Ci. — 
Let me ſee 
Feu. She writ it by the Page, who brought it me, as 
1 had wheedled him - do * — Paſſages. 


14. B. [reads.] 


2 — — the — m the Ge being gous 
cue of the Hoaſe with the Corps, 'Tattleaid ball conduct 
yau to my Lady Sharlot's . * — ED 
any be fare you Bed —— 8 


8 Your affeQtionate Siſter, * Brumpton, 


— The Creature She call'd as Frank's Mo- 
ther was ? Brumpton ! The Succeba ! What a Devil In- 
carnate have I had in my Boſom? Why, the common 
abandon'd Town Women would ſcruple ſuch an Action 
as-thiz——T ho? they have loſt all regard to their own , 
Chaſtity, they would be tender of another” 8 . 
lure ſhe had no Infancy—She never had Virginity, to 

have 


8 8 HE knows no Moderation i in her good For- 
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have no Compaſſion through Memory of her own former 
Innocence—— This is to forget her very Humanity 
her very Sex—Where is my poor Boy? Where's Frank? 
Does not he want! How has he liv'd all this time Not 1 
a Servant I warrant, to attend him What Com- 
pany can he keep? What can he ſay of his Father ? 

Tru. Tho? you made him not your Heir, he is. ſtill 
your Son—and has all the Duty and Tenderneſs in the 
World for your Memory | 
Id. B. It is impoſſible, Truſty, it is impoſſible —TI 

will not rack myſelf with the Thought. Thatone I 
have injur'd can be ſo very good —keep me in Counte- 
nance— tell me he hates my very Name———wou'd not 
aſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from m 
What's his Company ? 0 1 
Tru. Young Tom Campley, they are never aſunder. 
Ld. B. I am glad he has my pretty Tattler— the. 
Chearful Innocent Harriot. l hope he'll be 
good to her he's good - natur'd and well - bred—— 

Tu. But, my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in order- 

ing the Funeral ſhe bid Sale be ſure to lay you 

deep enough ſhe had heard ſuch! Stories of the 
wicked Sextons taking up people——but I wiſh, my; 
N Lord, you would pleaſe to hear her and Tartleaid once 

DOT —— „„ 4-5» TR 

| Ld. B. I know to what thy Zeal tend: but I 
| tell you, ſince you cannot be convinc'd bat that F have 

| fill a Softneſs for her I ſay tho” I had ſo, it ſhould ne- 
1 ver make me tranſgreſs that ſcrupulous Honour that 
f becomes a Peer of England if I could forget In- 
juries done myſelf thus groſs I never will thoſe done 
1 my Friends Vou knew SHHarlot's worthy Father 

No — there's no need of my ſeeing more of this 

Woman I behold her now with the ſame Eyes 

that you do — there's a Meanneſs in all the fays or 
daes ſhe has a great Wit but a little Mind 

ſomething ever wanting to make her appear my Lady 

Brumpton ——— ſhe has nothing natively Great 
zou ſee I love her not 1 talk with judgment 
of her———— | 
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Tru. I ſee it, my good Lord, with Joy I ſee it—nor 

care how few things I ſee more in this World — My Sa- 

.tisfaQtion is complete——Welcome old Age—wclcome 

ö — not Decay, but Growth to a latter Being. 
Rs 1 [Exit, leading Ld. B. 

| Re-enter Truſty meeting Cabinet. 

Tru. IT have your Letter, Mr. Cabinet. 

Cab. I hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not in my Na- 

ture to be guilty of ſo much Baſeneſs; but being born a 

Gentleman, and bred out of all Road of Induſtry in 


that idle manner too many are, I ſoon ſpent a ſmall Pa- 


trimony ; and being debauch'd by ae I fell into the 
narrow Mind to dread no Infamy ke Poverty—which 
made me guilty, as that Paper tef.s you——and had I 
not-writ to you, I am ſure I never could have told you of 
3 WON 

Tru. It is an ingenious, pious Penitence in you—my 
Lord Hardy—— (to whom this Secret is ineſtimable) is a 
noble natur'd Man—— and you ſhall find him ſuch—— 
I give you my Word —— _ - | 

Cab. I know, Sir, your Integrity 
Fru. But pray be there—all that you have todo is to 
aſk for the Gentlewoman at the Houſe at my Lord Hardy's 
— ſte Il take Care of you——And pray have Patience, 
where ſhe places you, *till you ſee me. [Ex. Cab.] 
My Lord Hardy's being an Houſe where theyreceive Lod- 

ers, has allowed me convenience to place every Body 
f think neceſſary to be by at her Diſcovery)— This 
: N welcome Secret ! I ſee, however impractica- 

— honeſt Actions may appear, we may go on with juſt 
ope. | 


All that is Ours, is to be juſtly bent, 


And Heav'n in its own Cauſe will bleſs th Event, Exit. 


5 Enter Trim ene his Party. | 
Trim. March up, march up Now we are near the 
Citadel - and halt only to give the neceſſary Orders for 
the Engagement—Ha ! Clump, Clump,—When we come 
o Lord Brumpton's Door, and you ſee us conveniently diſ- 


pos'd 


70 


face to the Houſe, half to the Body 
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pos'd about the Houſe you are to wait *till you {e® 


' a Corps brought out of the Houſe——then to go up to 
him you obſerve the Director, and aſk * for 
an Alms to a — Soldier for whie 


you may be 
ſure you ſhall have a good Blow or two——but if you 
have not, be ſaucy till you have=—Then when you ſee 
a File of Men got between the Houſe and the Body — A 
File of Men, — is ſix Men—!I fay, when you 
ſee the File in ſuch a Poſture, that half the File may 
—— Ou are to 
fall down, crying Murder, that the half File fac'd to the 
Body may throw it and themſelves over vou then 
march to your Reſcue---Then, Swagger, you and your 
Party fall in to fecure my Rear, while I march off with 


the Body---Theſe are the Orders——and this, with a 
little Improvement of my own, is the ſame Diſpoſition 
Fillerey and Catinat made at Chiar:. | 


[ Marches off wi th bis Party. 


Enter Widow in deep Mourning, with a dead Squirrel en 


her Arm, and 'Tattleaid. 

Wid. It muſt be ſo --It muſt be your Careleſſneſs —— 
What had the Page to do in my Bed-Chamber ? 

Tat. Indeed, Madam, I can't, tell---But I came in 


and catch'd him wringing round his Nec 


Wid. Tell the Raſcal from me- -he ſhall romp with 
the Footmen no more No I'll ſend the Rogue in 


a Frock to learn Latia among the dirty Boys that come 


to good- -I will- But tis ever ſo among theſe Crea- 


tures that live on one's ſaperfluous Affections; a Lady's 
Woman, Page and Squirrel are always Rivals. | 


Poor harmleſs Animal Pretty ev'n in Death. 
Death might have over-look'd thy little Life? 
How could'ſt thou, Robin, leave thy Nuts and me ? 
How was't, importunate Deareſt, thou ſhould'ſt die? 
Thou never didft invade thy Neighbour's Soils: 
Never mad'ſt War with ſpecious Shews of Peace: 
Thou never haſt depopulated Re ions, | 


But chearfully didft bear thy little Chain, 


Content---S0'I but fed thee with this Hand. 


Tat. 
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Tat. Alas! alas! we are all Mortal: Conſider, Ma- 

dam, my Lord's dead too. 
Wid. Ay, but our Animal Friends do wholly die; 
an Huſband or Relation, after Death, is rewarded or 
tormented That's ſome Confolation———1 know: 

her Tears are falſe, for ſhe hated Robin always— [ afide] 
But ſhe's a well-bred diſhoneſt Servant, that never 
| ſpeaks a painful Truth But I'll reſolve to conquer 
my Affliction — Never ſpeak more of Robin 
Hide him there—But to my Dreſs--- How ſoberly mag- 
nificent is Black—And the Train—l wonder how Wi- 
dows came to wear ſuch long Tails ! 5 
Tat. Why, Madam, the ſtatelieſt of all Creatures 
has the longeſt Tail, the Peacock, nay t has of all Crea- 
tures the fineſt Mien too except your Ladyſhip, 
who are a Phenix | Ss. 4 
Mid. Ho! Brave Tattleaid—But did not you obſerve 
what a whining my Lady S/y made, when ſhe had drank 
a little ? Did yoa believe her ? Do you think there are 
really People ſorry for their Huſbands ? : 
Tat. Really, Madam, ſome Men do leave their For- 
tunes in ſuch Diſtraction, that I believe it may be 
1 [| Speaks with Pins in her Mouth, 
Mid. But I ſwear I wonder how it came up to dreſs 
us thus I proteſt, when all my Equipage is ready, 
and I move in full Pageantry, I ſhall fancy myſelf an 
- Ambaſſadreſs from the Commonwealth of Women, the 
diſtreſſed State of Amazonia—— to treat for Men---But 
I p:oteit I wonder how two of us thus clad can meet 
with a grave Face—methinks they ſhould laugh out like 
two Fortune=tellers, or two opponent Lawyers that 
know each other for Cheats. | 
Tat. Ha! ha! ha! I ſwear to you, Madam, your 
Ladyſhip's Wit will choke me one time or other-.I had 
like to have ſwallowed all the Pins in my Mouth 
id. But Tatty, to keep Houſe fix Weeks, that's 
another babarous Cuſtom ; but the Reaſon of it, I ſup- 
poſe, was that the baſe People ſhould not ſee People of 
Quality may be as afflicted as themſelves 


i 


Tat, 
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Tat. No; *tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em as mer- 
ry as themſelves, 2 

Mid. Ha! ha! ha! Huſſey, you never ſaid that you 
ſpoke laſt why 'tis juſt——'tis Satire I'm — 


you ſaw it in my Face, that I was xy hos ſay it—'twas 
t 


too good for you Come lay down that Sentence and 
the Pin-cuſhion, and pin up my Shoulder 
Hufley, if you ſhou'd, as I hope you won't, out live 


me, take Care I an't buried in Flannel, twould never 


become me Pm ſure — That they can be as merry: 


Well, Pl! tell my new Acquaintance —— What's her 
Name ?—— She that reads ſo much, and writes Verſes 

Her Huſband was deaf the firſt Quarter of a Year 
forget her Name — That Expreſſion ſhe'll like Well, 
that Woman does divert me ſtrangely.— I'll be very 
at with her She talk'd very learnedly of the Ridi- 
Cule, till ſhe was ridiculous—then ſhe ſpoke of the De- 


cent —of the Agreeable —of the Inſenſible—ſhe defigns 


to print the Diſcourſe——But of all things I like her 
Notion of the Inſenſible. 3 

Tat. Pray, Madam, how was that? 

Vid. A moſt uſeful Diſcourſe to be inculcated in our 
Teens the Purpoſe of it is to diſguiſe our Apprehen- 


fion in this ill-bred Generation of Men, who ſpeak be- 


fore Women what they ought not to hear — As now 


| ＋ you were a Spark in my Company, and you 
ipo 


e ſome double Entendre -I look thus! But be a 
Fellow, and you ſhall ſee how I'll uſe you—— The In- 
ſenſibleis uſeful upon any Occaſion, where we ſeemingly 
neglect, and ſecretly approve, which is our ordinary 
common Caſe—— Now ſuppoſe a Coxcomb dancing, 
prating and playing his Tricks before me to move me— 


without Pleaſure or Diſtaſte in my Countenance I look 
at him—juſt thus—but—Ha ! ha! ha! I have found 
out a Supplement to this Notion of the Inſenſible, for 
my own Uſe, which is infallible, and that is, to have 
always in my Head all that they can ſay or do to me— 
ſo never be ſurpriz'd with Laughter, the Occaſion of 


Tate 


which is always ſudden 


Hark*ye, 


1 N 
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Tat. Oh, my Lady Brumpton [ Tattleaid bows and 
_— M * moſt obedient Servant 
id. Look you, Wench, you ſee by the Art of Inſen- 
fibility I put you out of Countenance, tho' vou were 
prepar'd for an ill Reception —— | —_ 
Tat. Oh! Madam how juilly are you form'd for 
what is now falPn to you, the Empire of Mankind — 
Wid. O Sir, th t puts me out of all my I:iſeniibility 
at once—that was ſo gallant - Hal what Noiſe is that 
that Noiſe of Fighting Run, i ſay Whither are 
you going What, are vou mad—— Will you leave 
me alone — Can't you ſtir— What, you can't take 
your Meſſage wi h you Whatever tis, I ſuppoſe you are 
not in the Plot; not you Nor that now « + ra break- 
ing open my Houſe for Shar/ot———Not you Go ſee 
what's the matter I ſay, I have no body I can truſt 
One [Exit Tattleaid.] Minute I think this Wench ho- 
neſt, and the next falſe— Whither ſhall I turn me? 
Tat, Madam—Madam. [ Ke-entringe. 
Wid. Madam, Madam, will you ſwallow me gaping— 
Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not ſo out of Humour 
Bat there is a Company of Rogues have ſec upon our 
Servants and the Burial Man's, while others ran away 
with the Corp 2 | 
 _Wid. How, what can this mean? What can they do 
with it! Well, *twill fave the Charge of [Interment— 


But to what end? „ 
Enter Truſty, and a Servant bloody and dirty, haling in 
| _ Clamp and Bumpkin. e 


Ser. I'll teach you better Manners I'll poor Soldier 
you—You Dog you, I will—Madaw, here are two of 


the Raſcals that were in the Gang of Rogues that car- 
ried away the Corps | e 

. Nia. Weill examine em apart— Well, Sirrah, what 

4 are you? Whence came you? What's your Name? 

c | Sirrah. 3 [Clump mates Signs as a dumb Man. 


Ser. O you Dog, you could ſpeak loud enough juſt 
now, Sirrah, when your Brother Rogues maul'a Mr. 
fo Sabi. we'll make you ſpeak, Sirrah——— 

5 N ))%%%%%ͤͤ “! 
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Mid. Bring the other Fellow hither —I ſuppoſe yon 
you 12 you knew that Man before you ſaw him at my 
oor 
+ Clump. I think I have ſeen the Gentleman's Face. 
„„ [ Bowing to Bumpkin. 
Vid. The Gentleman's! the Villain mocks me 
But, Friend, you look like an honeſt Man, what are 
you? whence come you ? What are you, Friend? 
Bump. Te at preſent but a private Gentleman, but [ 
was liſted to be a Sergeant in my Lord Hardy's Com- 
pany—I'ſz not aſham'd of my Name, nor of my Kop- 
— 5 | 
Mid. Leave the Room all. | 
«+ [Exeunt all but Truſty ard Tattleaid. 
Mr. Traſy—Lord Hardy ! O that impious young Man 
— thus, with the ſacrilegious Hands of Ruffians to di- 
vert his Father's Aſhes = their Urn, and Reft—[ 
ſuſpect this Fellow [ arde.] Mr. Trufty, I mnſt defire you 
to be ſtill near me Il know the Bottom of this, and 
o to Lord Hardy's Lodgings as J am, inſtantly— Tis 
| the backſide of this Street, 1 think—Let a Coach 
be call'd— Tattleaid, as ſoon as I am gone - Conduct my 
Brother and his Friends to Lady Sharlot, away with her 
bring Madamci/elle away to me - that ſhe may not be 2 
a Witneſs—Come, good Mr. Truſty. [ Exeunt. | 
Enter Ld. Hardy, leading Harriot; Campley end Trim. 
Ld. Har. Why then | find this Mr. Trim is a perfect 
General- But I'll aſſure you, Sir, I'll never allow you 
an Hero, who could leave your Miſtreſs behind you; 
vou ſhould have broke the Houſe down, but you ſhould 
have brought Madamoiſelle with you. — 
Trim, No really, Madam, I have ſeen ſuch ſtrange 
Fears come into the Mens Heads, and ſuch ſtrange Ke- 
ſolutions into the Womens, upon the Occaſion of Ladies 
following a Camp, that I thought it more diſcreet to 
leave her behind me—my Sacceſs will naturally touch 
ber as much as if ſhe were here 4 
L. H. A good intelligent arch Fellow this [ a/ide.] 
Put were not you ſaying, my Lord, you believ'd Lady 
| Brumpton 
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Brunpton would follow hither 
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if ſo, pray let me be 
gone 
Ld. H. No, Madam ; I muſt beſeech your 2 
to ſtay, for there are things alledg'd againſt her whict 
you, who have liv'd in the Family, may perhaps, give 


light into, and which I can't believe even ſhe could be 


guilty of. | 
L. Ha. ay 6 my Lord, that's generous to a Folly, 
for even for her Uſage of you (without regard to my- 


 felf) I am ready to believe ſhe would do any thing that 


can come into the Head of a cloſe, malicious, cruel, 
deſigning Woman. | 
Euter Boy. 

Boy. My Lady Brumpton's below 

L. Ha. I'll run then | | 
Can. No, no, ſtand your Ground; you are a Soldier's 
Wife. Come, we'll rally her to Death 

L. Ha. Pr'ythee entertain her a little, while I go in 
for a Moment's Thought on this Occafion, [xis 

Ld. Har. She has more Wit than us both — 

Cam. Pſhaw, no matter for than 


Ze ſure, as ſoon 


as the Sentence is out of my Mouth to clap in with ſome- 


thing elſe - — and laugh at all I ſay; Þll be grateful, 
and burſt myſelf at my pretty witty Wife — We'll fall 


in ſlap upon her, ——ſhe ſhan't have time to ſay a Word 


of the running away. | | 
Enter Lady Brumpton and Truſty. : 

O, my Lady Brumpton, your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient 
Servant. This is my Lady Harriot Campley — 
Why, Madam, your Ladyſhip is immediately in your 
Mourning—Nay, as you have more Wit than any Bo- 
dy, (ſo what ſeldom Wits have) you have more Pru- 
dence too—Other Widows have nothing in readineſs 
but a ſecond Huſband but you, I ſee, had your very 
Weeds and dreſs lying by you — | 

L. Ha. Ay, Madam; I ſee your Ladyſhip is of the 
2 of Widowhood, for you have put on the Ha- 
—. 2 

Mid. I ſee your Ladyſhip is not of the Profeſſion of 
Virginity, for you have loſt the Look on't—— 
| D 2 | . 


and his Wife too . 
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Cam. You're in the Habit. That was fo pretty, 


nay, without Flattery, Lady Harriet, you have a great 


deal of Wit, ha! ha! ha! | 
L. Ha. No, my Lady Brumpton here is the Woman of 


Wit; but indeed ſhe has got but little enough, conſider- 


ing how much her Ladyſhip has to defend. Ha? ha! ha! 
Vid. I am ſorry, Madam, your Ladyſhip has not 
what's ſufficient for your Occaſions, or that this pretty 
Gentleman can't ſupply em: | 

[Cam A about and trolling. 
Hey-day ! I find, Sir, your Heels are a great Help to 
your Head They relieve your Wit, I fee; and I 


don't queſtion but ere now they have been as kind to 
your Valour; Ha! ha! | | | 


Cam. Pox, I can ſay nothing, 'tis always thus with 


your Endeavours to be witty [de.] I ſaw, Madam, 


your Mouth go, but there could be nothing offer'd in 


_ anſwer to what my Lady Harriot ſaid — Twas 
 home——"Twas cutting Satire 5 | 


L. Ha. Oh, Mr. Campi But pray, Madam, has 
Mr. Cabinet viſited your Ladyſhip ſince this Calamity— 
How ſtands that Affair now? 3 

Vid. Nay, Madam, if you already want Inſtructions 


in acquaint you how the World ſtands, if you 


is Diſtreſs———but I fear Mr. Comply overhears 


us. 
Cam. And all the Tune the Pipers play d, was Toll- 
toll · doroll I ſwear, Lady Harriot, were I not already 
yours, I could have a Tender for this Lady. 
Vid. Come, good Folks, I find we are very free with 
each other — What makes you two here? Do you board 
my Lord, or he you ? Come, come, ten Shillings a 


Head will go a great Way in a Family—— What do 
you ſay, Mrs. Campley, is it fo? Does your Ladyſhip 
go to market yourſelf ?—Nay, you're in the right of 


n. Come—can you imagine what makes my Lord ſtay ? 


he is not now with his Land Steward—not figning 
Leaſes J hope; Ha! ha! ha! | 
Cam. Hang her, to have more Tongue than a Man 


Euter 
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G Enter Lord Hardy. - | 

Ld. H. Becauſe your Ladyſhip is, I know, in very 
much Pain in Company you have injur' d — Pll be 


mort — Open thoſe Doors—there lies your Huſband's, 
my Father's Body -- and by you ſtands the Man accuſes 


you of 1 him! 

id. Of poiſoning him! 

Tru. The Symptoms will appear upon the Corps. 
IL. H. But lam ſeized by Nature - How ſhall I view 
a breathleſs Lump of Clay —- Him whoſe high Veins con- 
vey'd to me this vital Force, and Motion. 

I cannot bear that Sight — 
I am as fix'd and motionleſs as he ——— 5 

[ T hey open the Coffin, out of which jumps Lady Sharlot. 


Art thou the ghaſtly Shape my Mind had form'd! 


Art thou the cold inanimate— Bright Maid! 
Thou giv'ſt new higher Life to all around. 
Whither does Fancy, fir'd with Love convey me ! 
Whither tranſported by my pleafing Fury! 
The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy Approach; 
*Tis Morn, 'tis Spring 
Daiſies and Lillies ſtrow thy flow'ry Way. 
Why is my Fair unmov'd—My Heav'nly Fair; 
Does ſhe but ſmile at my exalted Rapture ? 

L. Sha. Oh! Senſe of Praiſe to me unfelt before, 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive Ear : 

ow ſweet Applauſe is from an honeſt Tongue. 
Thou lov't my Mind—Haſt well AﬀeRion plac'd ; 
In ** nor Time, nor Age, nor Care, nor Want can 

alter. | 

Oh hew I joy in thee— My eternal Lover ; 
Immutable as the Object of thy Flame 
I love, Pm proud, 1 triumph that I love, 
Pure I approach thee—Nor did I with empty Shows, 
Gorgeous Attire, or ſtudied Negligence, 
Or Song, or Dance, or Ball, allure thy Soul; 


Nor want, or Fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it ; 


Nor now with fond Reluctance doubt to enter 

My ſpacious, bright Abode, this gallant Heart, 
e *  [ Redlines on Hardy, 

D 3 . | L. Hes 
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L. Ha. Ay marry—theſe are high Doings indeed, 
the Greatneſs of the Occaſion has burſt their Paſſion in- 


to Speech—— Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near 


theſe fine Folks, you and J are but mere Sweet=heartg== 
I proteſt—— PM never be won ſo; you ſhall begin again 
with me. | 
Cam, Pr'ythee, why doſt name us poor Animals! 
They have forgot there are any ſuch Creatures as their 
old Acquaintance Tom and Harriot. | 
| Id. F. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 
Cam. My Lord, I never thought to ſee the Minute 
wherein I ſhould rejoice at your forgetting me, but 
now I do heartily. [ Embracing. 
L. Sh. Harrior. ! Fs 
L. Ha. Sbarlor. Embracirg. = _ 
Wid. Sir, you're at the Bottom of all this I ſee 
youre ſkill'd at cloſe Conveyances—— Pl know the 
Meaning inſtantly of theſe Intricacies ; tis not your 
ſ.eming Honefty and Gravity ſhall fave yon from your 
Deſerts—— My Huſband's Death was facden—You and 


_ the Burial Fellow were obſerv'd very familiar Pro- 


duce my Hufband's Body—or PI! try you for his Mur- 
der; which I find you'd put on me, thou hellith En- 
ine ! | | 
, Tru. Look you, Madam, I could anfwer you, but I 
ſcorn to reproach People in Miſery you're undone— 
Madam | 2 
Vid. What does the Dotard mean ? Produce tne Bo- 
dy, Villain, or the Law fhall have thine for i. 
[Truſty Exit haſtily.) Do you defign to let the Villain 
eſcape? How jaftly did your Father judge, that made 
you a Beggar with that Spirit——You mennon'd juſt. 
now you could not bear the Company of thoſe you'd 
injur'd. „ 7 5 
14. H. You are a Woman, Madam, and my Father's 


Widow———But fore you think you've highly injur'd | 


[Here my Lord and Truſty 5a, enter and obſerve. 
Wid. No, Sir, I have not, will not injure you 
1 muſt obey the Will of my Deceas'd Lord to a Tit- 
-— 1 . 
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tle—T muſt juſtly pay Legacies. Your Father, in con. 
ſideration that you were his Blood, would not wholly 
alienate you He left you, Sir, this Shilling, with 
which Eſtate you now are Earl of Brumpton | 

I. d. H. Infolent Woman—It was not me my good 
Father diſinherited, twas him you repreſented. The 

Guilt was thine, he did an Act of Juftice., 
TLord Brumpton entering with Truſly, 

Ld. B. Oh unparallelPd Goodneſs ! 
Tattleaid and Madamoilſelle at the other Door entering, 

Tru. Oh T attleaid-——His and our Hour is come. 

1 the What do I fee, my Lord, my Maſter, Huſband 
vin 

d. B. ¶ Turing her, running to bis Sen.] Oh my 
Boy, my 2 „er e 21 
hneeling to him.] O my Children — Oh, oh ! theſe Paſſi. 
ens are too ſtrong for my old Frame Ob, the ſweet 
Torture, my Son, my Son ! | ſhall expire in the too 
mighty Pleaſure ! my Boy = 
Lad. H. A Son, an Heir! a Bridegroom in one Hour! 
Oh! grant me Heaven, grant me Moderation! 
Mid. A Son, an Heir! Am I neglected then? 
What ? can my Lord revive, yet dead to me 
Only to me decens'd——to me alone. 

Deaf to my Sighs, and ſenſeleſs to my Moan? 

Ld. B. Tis fo long fince I have ſeen Plays, good 

Madam, that I know hot whence thou doſt tepeat, nor 
can I anſwer. . 

IWid. Y ou can remember tho' a certain Settlement, in 
which I am thy Son and Heir at Noble, that I ſup- 
| Poſe not taken from a Play, that's as irrevocable as 

| ant can make it, that if yoyſcorn me—your Death 
and Life are equal Or 1H ſtill wear my Mourning 
*cauſe you're living. ys . 

Tru. Value her not, my Lord, a prior Obligation 
made you incapable of ſettling on her your Wije. : 

Ld. B. Thy Kindneſs, Trufty, does diſtract thee—P 
would indeed diſengage my elf by any honeit Means, 
but, alas, I know no prior Gift that avoids this to her 
— Oh my Child! Ee) 


4 


Tru, 
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Tru. Look you, Madam, I'll come again immediate- 
ly he not troubled, my dear Lords —— [ Exit. 
Cam. Trufly looks very confident, there is ſome good 
in that. a | 
Ne. enter Truſty wwith Cabinet. . 
Cab. What my Lord Brumpton living ? nay then 
Tru. Hold, Sir, you mult not ſtir, nor can you, Sir, 
retract this for your Hand- writing My Lord, this 
Gentleman, ſince your ſuppos'dDeath, has lurk'd about 
the Houſe to ſpeak with my Lady, or Tartleaid, who 
upon your Deceaſe have ſhunn'd him, in hopes, I ſup- 
poſe, to buy him off for ever= Now as he was 
prying about, he peep'd into your Cloſet——where he 
ſaw your LO reading—ſtruck with Horror, and 
believing himſelf (as well he might) the Diſturber of 
our Ghoſt for Alienation of your Fortune from your 
amily—he writ me this Letter, wherein he acknow- 
ledges a private Marriage with this Lady, half a Year 
before you ever ſaw her. 
All. How ] I All turn upon her diſdainfully.— 
Mid. No more a Widow then, but ſtill a Wife. 
| [ Recovering from her Confuſion, 
I am thy Wife—thou Author of my Evil. 
Thou muſt partake with me an homely Board, 
An homely Board that never ſhall be chearful; 
But ev'ry Meal embitter'd with Upbraidings, 
Thou that could'ſt tell me, Good and Ill were Words, 
When thou could'ſt baſely let me to another, 
Yet could'ſt ſee Sprights, great Unbeliever ! 
Coward ! bugg-bear'd Penitent 
Stranger henceforth to all my Joys, my Joys. 
To thy Diſhonour ; deſpicable Thing, 
Diſhonour thee ? Thou voluntary Cuckold. | 

[Cabinet /reaks off. Widow, flings after him, Tattle- 

aid following. „ 

Ld. B. I ſee you're all conſus'd as well as I—Ye 
are my Children——I hold you all ſo. And for your 
own Uſe will ſpeak plainly to you, I cannot hate that 
Woman: Nor ſhall ſhe ever want. Tho” I ſcorn to 
bear her Injuries 


yet had I ne'er been rous'd 
„ from 


"I 
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from that low Paſſion to a worthleſs Creature but 
by diſdain of her Attempt on my Friend's Child. I am 
glad that Scorn's confirm'd by her being that Fellows 


-whom for my own Sake I only will con- 
temn. Thee, Truſy, how ſhall we proſecute with equal 

. Praiſe and Thanks for this great Revolution in our 
Houſe. 5 | 1 

Tru. Never to ſpeak on't more, my Lord. 

Ld. B. Vou are now, Gentleman, going into Cares 
at 2 Criſis in your Country, 
And on this great Occaſion Tom——T'll mount 
Old Campley which thy Father gave me, 

And att: nd thee a chearful gay old Man, 

Irto the Field to repreſent our Country. 

My rough Plebe:an Britons, not ye Slaves 

To France, ſhall mount thy Father's Son : 
Upon their Shoulders. Echo loud their o/ 
While 1 and Traſy follow weeping aſter; 

But be thou honeit, firm, impartial, 
Let neither Love, nor Hate, nor Faction move thee, 
Diſtinguiſh Words from Things, and Men from Crimes; 
Punctual be thou in Payments, not bafſely 

Screen thy Faults *gainſt Law, behind the 

Law thou makeſt | 8 | 

But thou againſt my Death, muſt learn a ſupererogae 
tory IP : [To Lord Hardy. 
As he is to be juſt, be generous thou: 
Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be firuck | 
With Sounds and Appellations, Title 18 
No more, if not fGgnrficant 
Of ſomething that Superior in thyſelf 
To other Men, of which thou may'ſt be 
| Conſcious, yer not proud But if you ſwerve 
From higher Virtue than the Crowd poſſeſs, 
Know they that call thee Honourable mock thee. 
| You are to be a Peer, by Birth a Judge 
Upon your Honour of others Lives and Fortunes; 
Becauſe that Honour's dearer than your own. 

Be good, my Son, and be a worthy Lord: 
For when our ſhining Virtues bleſs Mankind, 


We 


Our All's in Danger, Sir, nor ſhall you dally 


of ter's without by Accident. 
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We diſappoint the livid Malecontents. 

Who long to call our noble Order uſeleſs. 

Your Youth away with your fine Wives. 
No, in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall meet Death,. 
While feeble we with Minds reſign'd do wait it, . 
Not but I intend your Nuptials as ſoon as poſſible, to 


draw Intails and Settlements. How neceflary ſuch 
Things are, I had like to have been a fatal Inſtance. 


Cam. But, my Lord, here are a Couple that need not 
wait ſuch Ceremonies. Pleaſe but to fit: ' You've been 
extremely mov'd, and muſt be tir'd. You ſay we muſt 
not ſpend our Time in Dalliance; you'll fee, my Lord, 
the Entertainment reminds us alſo of nobler Things, 


and what I deſigned for my own Wedding, I'll compli- 


ment the General with. The Bride dances finely —— 

Trim, will you dance with her? 
Triu. I would but I can't—There's a Country man 

Cam. Ay, bat is he a Dancer ? | 

Trim. Is a Frenthnan a Dancer? Is a Welhman a 


Gentleman? I'll bring him in 


Here a Dance and the following Songs, 
Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 
Sung by Jemmie Bowin. 
"AY 3 


O * yonder Bed ſupinely laid, 
Behold thy low'd enpecting Maid. 
In Tremor, Bluſhes, half in Tears, 
Much, much ſhe wiſhes, more ſhe fears, 
Tale, take her to thy faithful Arms, 
Hymen beftowws thee all her Charms. 
II. 
Heav'n to thee bequeaths the Fair, 
To raije thy Foy, and lull thy Care; 
 Heaw'nmade Grief, if mutual, ceaſe, 
But Toy divided, to increaſe : 
To mourn with her exceeds Delight, 
| Darini/s with her, the Joys of Light. 


Sung 
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: Sung by Mr. Pate. 


A Rihe, ariſe, great Dead for Arms renoaun dl, 
9 Riſe from your Urns, and ſave your dying Stery, 
Tour Deeds will be in dark Oblivion drown'd, 
For Mighty William 1 * all your Glory. 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds; 
Again Britannia bleeds; 
To glorious Death, or comely Wounds, 
Her Godlike Monarch _ 
Ls „ * 
Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, =. 
Celeſtial Ilinds from Clay untie, . a. 
Let coward Spirits dawell below, [1 
And only give the Brave to die. 


I'd. B. Now, Gentlemen, let the Miſeries which I | 
have but miraculouſly eſcap'd, admoniſh you to have al- 
ways Inclinations proper for the Stage of Life you're 
in. Don't follow Love when Nature ſeeks but Eaſe : 
Otherwiſe you'll fall into a Lethargy of your Diſhonour, 
when warm Purſuits of Glory are over with you; for 
Fame and Reſt are utter Oppoſites, 


You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion with your Blood ſubſide, 
And no untim'd Ambition, Love, or Rage 
Employ the Moments of declining Age; 
Elſe Boys will in your Preſence loſe their Fear, 
And laugh at the Grey-head they ſhould revere. 


\ 


E PI. 


| But we offend 


EPIL OG u E, 


Spoken by Lord Hardy. 


= 0 2 » Hope and Fear, Deſire, Awerſfon, Rage, 


All that can move the Soul, or can aſſuage, 
Are drawn in Miniature of Life, the Stage. 
Here jou can View 


The Stage to Wiſdom's no Fantaſtick Way, 
Athens ber/felf learn'd Virtue at a Play. 

Our Author me to Night a Soldier drew, 

But fainily writ, what warmly you jurſue : 
To his great Purpoſe, had he equal Fire, 

He'd not aim to pleaſe only, but inſpire; 
He'd fing what hovering Fate attends our Iſle, 
And from baſe Pleaſure rouſe to glorious Toll : 
Full Time the Earth t a new Deciſion brings, 
While William gives the Roman Eagle wings : 
With Arts, and Arms ſhall Britain tamely end, 
Which naked Picts ſe bravely could defend ? 


» The painted Heroes on ib Invaders preſs, 


And think their Wounds Addition to their Dreſs : 


tn yrenger Years we've been with Con leg, 
442 Paris bas the Britiſh 2 5g Ys 
It then in England, in ble, land, Tuoxur, 


n 
Her Kings are nan d from a —— Throne? 
You no Examples need, 
In Imitation of yourſelves proceed; 
*Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure, 
Be all your Actions worthy of Namur: 


With gentle F __ go Gallantry improve, 


Courage is Brutal, if untouch'd with Love: 
Tf ſoon our utmoft Bravery's not diſplay'd, 
Think that bright Circle muft be Captives nale; 
Let Thoughts of ſaving them our Toils leguile, 
Aud they reward our Labours with a Smile. 


01 W638: 


| Selves, and here is ſbown, 
To what you're borne in yn ON Cons 
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Mr. ADDISON. 


. 
0 will be furpriz' d, in the 
zei midſt of a daily and familiar 
1 3 Converſation, with an address 
& MI N 2 which bears fo diſtant an An 
$ as a publick Dedication : But 
to put You an of the Pain which J know 
this will give You, I ailure You I do not 
deſign in it, what would be very necdlets, 
2 Panegyrick on Your Self, or what per- 
haps i8 very neceſſary, a Defence of the 
| A 3 Play. 


Ow 


DEDICATION. 


Play. In the one I ſhould diſcover too 
much the Concern of an Author, in the 
other too little the Freedom of a Friend. 


My Purpoſe, in this Application, is 
only to ſhow the Eſteem I have for You, 
and that I look upon my Intimacy with 
You, as one of the moſt valuable Enjoy- 
ments of my Life. At the ſame time J 
hope I make the Town no ill Compli- 
ment for their kind Acceptance of this 
Comedy, in acknowledging that it has fo 
far rais'd my Opinion of it, as to make 
me think it no improper Memorial of an 


Iznviolable Friendſhip. 


I mould not offer it to You as ſuch, 
had I not been very careful to avoid every 
thing that might look IIl- natur'd, Immo- 
ral, or prejudicial to what the Better Part 


of Mankind hold Sacred and Honour- 
able. 


Poetry, under ſuch Reſtraints, is an ob- 
liging Service to Human Society ; eſpe- 
_ cially when 'tis us'd, like Your Admira- 

-— 


1 V 


DEDICATION. 

ble Vein, to recommend more uſeful Qua- 
lities in Your ſelf, or immortalize Cha- 
raters truly Heroick in others. I am, 
here, in danger of breaking my Pro- 
miſe to You, therefore ſhall take the only 
Opportunity that can offer itſelf of reſiſting 
my own Inclinations, by complying with 
yours. I am, 


SIR, 


Your moſt Faitlful, 


| F4 [ unble Ce / UVa? 7 


Richard Steele. 


rx WUU M 
P R O L O G U E, 
Written by Mr. ApDiso 1 
Spoken by Mr. WIL Ks 


N the firſl Riſe and Iifuncy of Farce, 
Is hen Feel vert many, . au n TI 2. were ſcarce, 

The raw wifpraftis'd Au, ters could. with Enfe, 
A young end unexterien'd Audience plerſe c 
Ao fingle Chorafer had Oer been ſpracn, 
but the aulole Herd of Figs was all their ow? 
Rich in Origin als, ti ty je? 79 Fiat, : 
IJ. er; Pie. , Cox, vad that das LEW, 


But nov Our Britiſh This tre can lea 
Dr olts of all kinds, à vaſt withinking Haſt ! 
Fruitſul of Fully andb ef Vice, it ſhows 
Cuckolis, and Cits, and Bande, and Pimps, my Beaux; 
Rong h Country Knights are found of every Shire, 
Of ary Faſhion gentle Fops appear; 
And Punks of different Characters we meet, 
Is frequent on the Stage as in the Pit: 
Cur ver IT its are förc'd to pic and cu'l, 
find here and there by chance glean up a Feol: 
Long ere they find the neceſſary Spark, 
They fearch the Town and beat about the Pars : 
To all his miſt frequented Haunts reſort, 
O dog him to the Ring, and oft to Cours; 
As love of Pleajure, or of Place invites: 
Aud ſometimes catch him taking Snuff at White's, 


| PY 
Here. EF 


Pp 


FROL UG UE: 
Heare er!] to do ren Right, the Preſent ie 
Breeds very boprful M:njlers for the Stage ; 
Trat ſcora the Paths their duil Forefatiers 794, 
And wwan't be Blickhena's in the common Riad 
07% but ſurvey this crexeaed ruſe to Niue: 


Here's fill Eaccuragement for tba tat US 


Our Author, to divert his Friends to Dar, 
S15cks avith Variety of Fools his Pleo; 
Aud that there may te Some! ling Gay, ard Abu, 
Tos Ladies Errant has expos'd to view : | . 
The firſt a Dauſel, trazel'd in Romance; 
The Puther more refin'd; fhe comes from France: 
Raſeue, Iike rerrtcous Knichts, the Vit fim Danger ; 
Aid kitty treat, like wwell-bred Men, the Stranger, 
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Deſign'd for the Fourth Act, 
but not Set, 


2 


8 


I. 
85 3 fee « a? th oa ful E Ns, 


FI um ber Seas arije ! 


| Jon Tl atone Billiavs round me roar, 
| . "0 le Is ind; &1i li aves engage, 
| | Tat Dre in Froth ufon my Share, — 


An imtotentl; rage. 
Such avere the Terrors, av 53 of late 
Surrounded my aid Stade; 
United Fury thus was bent 
F .C Nn my devoted Seats, | 
f Tl l all the misty Force avas ſpent 
1 * feetle Sacellt, and empty Threats. 


II. 
But nc with rig rory erred, 
My Jus ran high, they know no Bound; 
T. 74 's of unraly Pla ſure fow 
Through ev'ry feels Fein, 
New Re Sure, in ry Be /n £149), 
Ard warm me up to Tautn again. 
H. Max Peomps ty Streets adorn ; 
Ca; ptive Seils 2 rianipl aun; 
= Sar b 7 Gau!s, in Fight ſubdu d, 
1 Cc. gur in hefti te B. cod erebru d, 
Enfigns of Tyrannic Migot, 
Fees to Equicy and ** 


1 2 


_SD 


Or periſh on as great a Day, 


In Courts of Britiſh Fuftice wave on high, 
Sacred to Law and Liberty. 


7 


My crowded Theatres repeat, 


In Songs of Triumph, the Defeat. 

Did ever joyful Mother ſee 

So bright, ſo brave a Progeny ! 
Daughters with ſo much Beauty crowucn'd, 
Or Sons for Valour fo renown'd ! | 


III. 

But oh I gaze, and ſeek in vain 
To find amidſt this avarlike Train 
My atſent Sons, that usd to grace 
With decent Pride this joyous Place: 
Unhappy Youths ! how do my Serrc<us riſe, 
Swell my Breaſt and melt my Eyes, 

While I your mighty Loſs deplore ? 
Mild, and raging with Diftre/s 


I mourn, I mourn my own Succeſs, 


And boaſt my Vickories no more. 


L nhappy Youths ! far from their native Sky, 


On Danube's Banks interr'd they lie. 
Germania, give me back my Slain, 


Cie me my ſlaughier d Sons again, 
Was it fer this they rang d jo far, 


To free thee from oppreſſive Mar! 


Germania, Sc. 


IV. 


Tears of Sorrow while Jed 


O'er the Manes of my Dead, 
Laſting Altar, let me raiſe 

To my living Heroes Praiſe ; 
Heaven give them à longer Stay, 
As glorious Actions to diſplay, 


Dramatis 


(leriniant Sen. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Sir Ha ry Guin, 


Humnphry G ullin, 


Mr. Tin, 


Capt. Clerimant, 


Jenn, Maid to Mrs. Cierimont, 


Mr. Bullock. 
Mr. Perkethman. 


Mr. Norris. 


. Mr. ill. 


Mr. IF ilks. 


Mr. Pounce, Mr Eſtcourt. 
WOMEN. 
Mrs. Curinant, Mrs. Croſs. 
Aunt, : Mrs. Pawel. 
Nicce, Mrs. O!dfeeld, 
Fainiwe, Mrs, Kent. 


Mr 8. Sapsſo 4, 


THE 
Tender Huſband; 


OR, THE 


AccoMPLI1isH'D Fools. 


— 


ACTI ENR I 
Finter Clerimont Sen, and Fainlove. 


CLnkiwonT gem ©. -- | 
8 ELL, Mr. Fainluwe, how do you 80 0 on N 
in your Amour with my Wife? 

Fain. 1 am very civil and very diſtant; 
if ſhe ſmiles or ſpeaks, I bow and gaze 

s at her Then throw down my Eyes, 

2 as if oppreſs'd by fear of Offence, then 
ſeal a Look again till ſhe again ſees me — This is my 
general Method. | 

Cler. Sen. And *tis right — For ſuch a fine Lady has 


no Guard to her Virtue, but her L'ride; therefore you 
muſt 


| 
| 
! 
[ 


14 The TxnDer HusBAND: Or, 
muſt conſtantly apply your ſelf to that: But, dear, Lacy 


as you have been a very faithful, but a very coſtly 
| Wench to me, ſo my Spouſe alſo has been conſtant to 


my Bed, but careleſs of my Fortune. 
Fain. Ah! my Dear, how could you leave your poor 
Lucy, and ran into Frarce to ſee Sights, and ſhow 


your Gallantry with a Wife? Was not that unna- 
tural ? . N 


Cbr. Sen. She brought me a noble Fortune, and I 
thought ſhe had a right to ſhare it: Therefore carried 
her to ſee the World, forſooth, and make the Tour 
of France and [taiy, where ſhe learn'd to loſe her Mo- 


ney gracefully, to admire every Vanity in our Sex, and 


contemn every Virtue in her own, which with ten 


thouſand other Perfections, are the ordinary Improve- 


ments of a Travel'd Lady. Now I can neither mortify 


her Vanity that 1 may live at caſe with her, or quite 


diſcard her, till I have catch'd her a little enlarging her 
innocent Freedoms, as ſhe calls 'em: For this end I am 
content to be a French Huſband, tho* now and then 
with the ſecret Pangs of an Halian one; and therefore, 
Sir, or Madam, you. are thus equipp'd to attend and ac- 
coſt her Ladyſhip: It concerns you to be diligent: If 


| we wholly part —— I need ſay no more; If we do not 


—— u ſee thee well provided for. 

Fain. I'll do all I can, I warrant you, but you are not 
to expect I'll go much among the Men. 

Cir. Sen. No, no, you muſt not go near Men, you 
are orly (when my Wife goes to a Play) to ſit in a fide 
Box with pretty Fellows — I don't deſign you to per- 
ſonate a real Man, you are only to be a pretty Gentle-_ 
man Not to be of any Uſe or Conſequence 
in the World, as to your ſelf, but merely as a Proper- 
ty to others; ſuch as you ſee now and then have a Life 
in the Intail of a great Eſtate, that ſeem to have come 
into the World only to be Tags in the Pedigree of a 
wealthy Houſe — You muſt have ſeen many of 


that Species. 


Fain, 


the AccoMPpLIsSn'Dd Fools. 15 
Fain, I apprehend you, ſuch as ſtand in Aſſemblies, 
with an indolent Softneſs and Contempt of all around 
'em; who make a Figure in publick, and are ſcorn'd in 
private; I have ſeen ſuch a one with a Pocket Glaſs to 
tee his own Face, and an affected Perſpective to know 
others. [ Imitates each. 
Cler. Sen. Ay, ay, that's 85 Man — Ihdu dear 
Rogue. 
ain. Let me alone L by my Life It 
horn you, that is, I'll make it appear 1 might if I 
could. 
Cler. Sen. Ay, that will pleaſe me quite as well. 
Fain, To ſhew you the Progreſs | have made, I laſt 
Night won of her five hundred Pounds, which I have 
brought you ſafe. ©  [Gizing him Bills, 
Cler. Sen. Ch the damn'd Vice! That Women can 
imagine all Houſhold Care, regard to Poſterity, and 
fear of Poverty, muſt be ſacrificed to a Game at Cards 
Suppoſe ſhe had not had it to pay, and you 
had been capable of finding your Account another 
Way —— 
Fain. That's but a Suppoſe 
Cler. Sen. ] ſay, ſhe muſt have comply'd with every 
thing you aſk'd 
Fain, But ſhe knows you never limit her Expences— 
PII gain him from her fof ever it I can | 
[Alde. 


Cler. Sen. With this you have repaid me two thou- 
ſand Pound, and if you did not refund thus honeſtly, I 
could not have ſupply'd her We mult have 
parted. 

Fain. Then you ſhail part - if vother way 
fails. [ Zfide.] However, I can't blame your Fondneſs 
of her, ſhe has ſo many entertaining Qualities with her 
Vanity Then ſhe has ſuch a pretty unthinking 


Air, while ſhe ſaunters round a Room, and pratiles 5 

Sentences— 
Cler. Ser. That was her Turn from her Infancy, 
ſhe ways had a great Genius for knowing every 
thing, 


*. r a 


< 
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thing, but what it was neceſſary ſhe ſhould — n 


The Wits of the Age, the great Beauties, and ſhort-liv'd 
Pcaple of Vogue, were always her Diſcourſe and Imi- 
tation — Thus the Cafe ſtood when ſhe went to 
France; but her fice Follies improv'd fo daily, that tho? 


1] was then proud of her being call'd Mr. Cierimont's 


Wife, | am now as much out of Countenance to hear 
my ſelf call'd Mrs Cleriment's Huſband, ſo much is the 
Superiority of her ſite. | 

Fain. I am ſure if ever I gave my ſelf a little Liberty, 


I never found you ſo indu'gent. 


Cler. Sen. 1 ſhould have the whole Sex on my Back, 
ſhou!d J pretend to retrench a Lady ſo well viſited as 
mine 15 Therefore I muſt bring it about that it 


_ ſhall appear her own AR, if.ſhe reforms ; or elſe I ſhall 


be pronounc'd Jealous, and have my Eyes pull'd out for 
being open ——D— = hut I] hear my Brother ack com- 
ing, who, I hope, has brought yours with hin 
Hit, not a Word. N 


Enter Captain Clerimont aud Pounce. 


Cler. I have found him out at laſt, Brother, and 
brought you the Obſequious Mr. Pe I ſaw him at a 
diſtance in a Crowd, whiſpering ia Wer Taras with 
all about hin; — He is a Gentleman ſo receiv'd, ſo 
courted, and fo truſted — : oY 
Pounce. 1 am very glad if you ſaw any thing like that, 
}f the Approbation of others can recommend me (where 
much more deſire it) to this Company 
Cler. Oh, the Civil Perſon - — But, dear 
Pounce, you —_— am your profeſs'd Ad mirer; I al- 
ways celebrated you for your excellent Skill and Addreſs, 
for that happy Knowledge of the World, which makes 
you ſeem Born for living with the Perſons you are with, 
where-ever you come - — Now my Brother 


* 


ande | want your help in a Buſineſs that requires a 


little more Dexterity than we ourſelves are Maſters 
of. e | 


Puunce, 


the AccomePLisn'd Fools. 17 

Pounce. Vou know, Sir, my Character is helping the 
Diſtreſs d, which I do freely and without reſerve; 
while others are for diſtinguiſhing rigidly on the Juſ- 
tice of the Occaſion, and ſo loſe the Grace of the Be- 
nefit Now, *tis my Profeſſion to aſſiſt a free- 
hearted young Fellow againſt an unnatural long - liv'd 
Father to diſencumber Men of Pleaſure of the Vexa- 
tion of unwieldy Eſtates, to /ſupport a feeble Title to 
an Inheritance, to 

Cler. Sen.] have been well acquainted with your Me- 
rits ever ſince I ſaw you with ſo much Compal- 
ſion prompt a ſtammering Witneſs in Weftminſier-hall 
— that wanted Inſtruction — | love a Man that 
can venture his Ears with ſo much Py for his 
Friend 


Paance. Dear Sir, ſpare my Modeſty, and let me know 
to what all this Panegyrick tends. 

Cler. Sen. Why, Sir, what I would ſay i is in behalf of 
my Brother the Captain here, whoſe Misfortune it is 
that i was born before him. 

Pounce, I am contident he had rather you ſhould have 
been ſo than any other Man in England. 

Cler. You do me Juſtice, Mr. Pourd —— But, tho 
'tis to that Gentleman, I am ſtill a younger Brother, and 
you know we that are ſo, are generally condemn'd to 
Shops, Colleges, or Inns of Court. | 

Pource. But, you Sir, have eſcap'd 'em, you have 
_ been Trading 1 in the Noble Mart of Glory. 
Cler. That's true—But the General makes much haſte, 
to finiſh the War, that we red Coats may be ſoon out 
of Fathion — and then [ am a Fellow of the moſt ealy 
indolent Piſpolicion in the World; | hate all manner of 
Bulineſs. 

Peunce. A compos'd Tomger, indeed! | 

Cher. In ſuch a Caſe I ſhould have no way of Liveli- 
bi, but calling over this Gentleman's Dogs in the 


Count, drinking his Stale Beer to the Neighbourhood, 
or en a Fortune. 


Cle 7. 
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Cher. Sen. To be ſhort, Pounce — I am putting 
Fack upon Marriage, and you are ſo public an Envoy, 


or rather Plenipotentiary, from the very different Nati- 
ons of Cheapfide, Covent-Garden, and St. Fames's; you 
have too the Mien and Language of each Place fo natu- 


rally, that you are the propereſt Inſtrument I know in 

the World, to help an honeſt young Fellow to Favour 

in one of em, by Credit in the other. 
Pounce. By what I underſtand of your many Prefaces 


Gentlemen, the purpole of all this is — That it would 


not in the leaſt diſcompoſe this Gentleman's eaſy indo- 
5 into Twenty thouſand Pounds, 

tho? it came upon him never ſo ſaddenly. 
Cler. You are a very diſcerning Man How 


could you fee ſo far through me, as to know I love a 


fine Woman, pretty Equipage, good Company, and a 
clean Habitation ? | 
Pounce, Well tho? I am ſo much a Conjurer 


What then? | 


| Cler. Sen. You know a certain Perſon, into whoſe 
Hands you now and then recommend a young Heir, to 


be reliey'd from the Vexation of Tenants, Taxes, and 


ſo forth 
Pounce, What! My worthy Friend and City-Patron 


Hexeliab Tiphin, Banker in Lombard. ſtreet, would the 


Noble Captain lay any Sums in his Hands? 


. Cl. No— But the Noble Captain would have Trea- ; 


ſure out of his Hands — You know his Niece. ia 
Pounce. To my knowledge Ten thouſand Pounds in 
Money. f 
Cler. Such a Stature, ſuch a blooming Countenance, io 
eaſy a Shape ! 9 | 
Paunce. In Jewels of her Grandmother's Five thou- 


ſand | 


Chr. Her Wit ſo lively, her Mien ſo alluring ! 
Pounce. In Land a thouſand a Year. | 
Cler. Her Lips have that certain Prominence, that 


| ſwelling Softneſs that they invite to a Preſſure; her 
Eyes that languiſh, that they give Pain, tho' they look 


only 


N 


% 


the AccomPLIsn'd Fools. 19 


only inclin'd to Reſt ——— Her whole Perſon that one 
Charm —— : 

Pounce. Raptures ! Raptures ! 

Cler. How can it, ſo inſenſibly to itſelf, lead us 
through Cares it knows not, thro' ſuch a Wilderneſs 
of Hopes, Fears, Joys, Sorrows, Deſires, Deſpairs, Ex- 
taſtes and Torments, with ſo ſweet, yet ſo anxious 
Viciſfitude ! —— | 

Pounce. Why I thought you had never ſeen her 

Cler. No more I han't. | Es 

Pounce. Who told you then of her inviting Lips, her 
ſoft ſleepy Eyes — 5 

Cler. You yourſelf — Wn 

Pounce. Sure you rave, I never ſpoke of her afore to 
you > 

Cler. Why, you won't face me down — Did you not 
Juſt now ſay, ſhe had Ten Thouſand Pounds in Money, 
five in Jewels, and a Thouſand a Year? : 

Pounce. I confeſs my own Stupidity and her Charms 
— Why, if you were to meet, you woüld certainly 
pleaſe her, you have the Caat of Loving; but, pray, 
may we be free — That young Gentleman — 

Cler. A very honeſt, modeſt Gentleman of my Ac- 
quaintance, one that has much more in him, than he 
appears to have, you ſhall know him better, Sir; this 
is Mr. Pounce. Mr. Pounce, this is Mr. Fainlove; I muſt. 
deſire you to let him be known to you, and your 
Friends. „„ 

Paunce. I ſhall be proud Well then, ſince we 
may be free, you muſt underſtand, the young Lady, 
by being kept from the World, has made a World of 
her own —— She has ſpent all her Solitude in reading 
Romances, her Head is full of Shepherds, Knights, 
Flowery Meads, Groves and Streams, ſo that if you 
talk like a Man of this World to her, you do _— 
Cler. Oh, let me alone — Þ have been a great Travel- 
ler in Fairy- Land myſelf, I know Oroondates, Caſſandra, 
Aſtrea and Clelia are my intimate Acquaintance. 


Co 


—— — — — 8 
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Go my Heart's Envoys, tender Sighs make haſle, 
Ard with your Breath feee!l the ſoft Zephyr's Blaſt ; 
T hen near that Fair One, if you _ to 9s | 
7. ell ber, in Whijpers, "tis for her 1 


Peunce. That would do, that would do — her very 
Language. 

Cler. Sen. Why then, dear Pounce, I know thou art 
the only Man living that can ſerve him. 

Pource. Gentlomen, you muſt pardon me, I am ſo- 
liciting the Marriage Settlement between her and a 
Country- Booby, her Couſin Humptry Gubbin, Sir Har- 
71's Heir, who is come to Town to take Poſſeſſion 
of her. 

Chr. Sen Well, all that I can ſay to the Matter is, 
that a thouſand Pound on the Day of Jacł's Marriage 
— her, is more than you'll get by the diſpatch of thoſe 

eeds. 

Pearce. Why, a H bouſand Pound is a pretty thing, 


_ eſpecially when 'tis to take a Lady fair out of the 
Hands of an obſlinate ill-bred Clown, to give her to a 


gentle Swain, a dying enamour'd Knight. 
Cler. Sen. Ay, dear Pounce — conſider but that — the 
Juſtice ot the thing. 


Prunce. Beſides, he is juſt come from the Glorious 


Blenheim! Look ye, Captain, I hope you have learn'd 
an im plicit Obedience to your Leaders. 
Cle. Tis all I know. 


Peunce. Then, if I am to command — make no 
one ſtep without me — And ſince we may be free — 


] am alſo to acquaint you, there will be more Merit in 


bringing this Matter to bear than you imagine — Yet 
right Meaſures make al] things poſſible. 


_ Cler. We'll follow yours exactly, 

Pounce. But the great Matter againſt us is Want of 
Time, for the Nymph's Uncle, and *Squire's Father, 
this Morning met, and mage an end of the Matter 

PAIR | But 
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But the difficulty of a thing, Captain, ſhall be no Rea- 


ſon againſt attempting it. 

Cler. I have ſo great an Opinion of your Conduct, 
that I warrant you we conquer all. 

Pounce. I am fo intimately employ'd by old Tipkhir, 
and ſo neceſſary to him that I may, perhaps, puz- 


Cler. Sen. I have ſeen thee Cajole the Knave very 
dexterouſly. 


Pounce. Why, really, Sir, generally ſpeaking, 'tis but 


knowing what a Man thinks of himſelf, and giving 
him that, to make him what elſe you pleaſe 


Now Tip4in is an abſolute Lombard. Street Wit, a Fel- 


low that drolls on the ſtrength of Fifty thouſand Pounds: 
He is call'd on Change, Sly-Baots, and by the force of 
a very good Credit, and very bad Conſcience, he is a 
leading Perſon : But we muſt be quick, or he'll ſneer 


old Sir Harry out of his Senſes, and ſtrike up the Sale of 


his Niece immediately. 
_ Cler. But my Rival, what's he 
Pounce. There's ſome hopes there, for I hear the 
Booby is as averſe as his Father is inclin'd to it—One is 


as Obſtinate, as the other Cruel. 


Cler. Sen. He is, they ſay, a pert Blockhead, and very 
lively out of his Father's ſight. 

Pounce. He that gave me his Character, call'd him a 
docile Dunce, a Fellow rather abſurd, than a direct 


Fool When his Father's abſent, he'll purſue any thing 


he's put upon — But we muſt not loſe time — Pray be 
you two Brothers at home to wait for any Notice 


from me — While that pretty Gentleman and I, whoſe 
Face I have E take a Walk and look about for 


'em— So, ſo Young Lad) [Aide to Fainlove.] 


[Exeunt, 


| Enter Sir Harry Gubbin and Tipkin, 


Wa Har. Look ye, Brother Tipkin, as I told you be- 


fore, my Buſineſs in Town is to ditpoſe of an hundred 
Head or Cattle, and my Son. 


Tip, 


MN, 
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Tip. Brother Gubbin, as I ſignified to you in m 
laft, ES Date September 13h, my Niece has 4 
Thouſand Pound per Aznum, and becauſe I have found 
you a plain-dealing Man (particularly in the eaſy Pad 
you put into my Hands laſt ſummer) I was willin 
you ſhould have the Refuſal of my Niece, — 
that I have a Diſcharge from all Retroſpects while 
— Guardian, and One Thouſand Pounds for my 
Sir Har. Ay, but Brother, you rate her too high, the 
War has fetch'd down the Price of Women: The whole 
Nation is over-run with Petticoats ; our Daughters lie 
upon our Hands, Brother Tip4in; Girls are Drugs, Sir, 
mare Drags. 335 

Tip. Look ye, Sir Harry — Let Girls be what they 
will — a Thouſand Pound a Year, is a Thouſand Pound 
a Year; and a Thouſand Pound a Year is neither Girl 
nor Boy, © OE og 
Sir Har. Look ye, Mr. Tipkin, the main Article with. 
me is, that Foundation of Wives Rebellion, and Huſ- 
bands Cuckoldom, that curſed Pin-Money — Five-hun- 
dred Pound per Anrum Pin-Money. P | 
- . Tip. The Word Pin-Money, Sir Harry, is a Term — 

Sir Har. It is a Term, Brother, we never had in our 

Family, nor ever will — Make her Jointure in Widow- 
hood accordingly large, but Four hundred Pound a 
Year is enough to give no account of. 

Tip, Well, Sir Harry, ſince you can't ſwallow theſe 

Pins, I will abate to Four hundred Pounds. 
Sir Har. And to mollify the Article as well 
as ſpecify the Uſes, we'll put in the Names of ſeveral 
Female Utenſils, as Needles, Knitting-Needles, Tape, 
Thread, Sciſſors, Bodkins, Fans, Play-Books, with other 
Toys of that nature, And now, fince we have as good 
as concluded on the Marriage, it will not be improper 
that the young People ſee each other. | 

Tip. I don't think it prudent till the very Inſtant of 
Marriage, leſt they ſhould not like one another. 


Sir Har, 


Sir Har. They ſhall meet — As for the young Girl 
ſhe cannot diſlike Nzmps; and for Numps, I never ſuf- 
fer'd him to have any thing he-lik'd. in-his Life. He'll 
be here immediately ; he has been train'd up from his 
Childhood under ſuch a Plant as this in my Hand 
I have taken Pains in his Education 

Tip. Sir Harry, I approve your Method; for ſince 

ou have left off Hunting, you might otherwiſe want 
Exerciſe, and this is a ſubtle Expedient to preſerve your 
own Health and your Son's good Manners.. _ 

Sir Har. It has been the Cuſtom of the Gubbins to. 
| Preſerve Severity and Diſcipline in their Families -I my- 

ſelf was caned the Day before my Wedding. 

Tip. Ay, Sir Harry, had you not been well Cudgelled 
in your Youth, you had never been the Man you are. 

Sir Har. You ſay right, Sir, now I feel the Benefit 
of it — There's a Crab Tree near our Houſe which 


flouriſhes for the good of my Poſterity, and has 


bruſh'd our Jackets, from Father to Son, for ſeveral 

Generations - 
Tip. I am glad to hear you. have all things neceſſary 

for the Family within yourſelves IE 

Sir Har. Oh, yonder, I ſee Numps is coming 


1 have dreſs'd him in the very Suit I had on at my own. 


Wedding, tis a moſt becoming Apparel 
Enter Humphry Gubbin, 
Tip. Truly, the Youth makes a good Marriageable 


Figure. | - 
Sir Har. Come forward, Numps, this is your Uncle 


_ Tiphin, your Mother's Brother, Numps, that is ſo kind 


as to beſtow his Niece upon you. (Don't be fo Glum, 
Sirrah) don't bow to a Man with a Face as if you'd knack 


bim dogun, don't, Sirrab. IAßart. 


Tip. I am glad to ſee you, Couſin Humphry ——— 
He is not Talkative, I obſerve already. TT a 

Sir Har. He is very ſhrewd, Sir, when he pleaſes; 
Do you ſee this Crab-ſtick, you Dog: [ Apart.) Well, 


Namps, 
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Numps, don't be out of Humour. Will you talk? 
_—_— — we're your Friends, Numps, come, Se 
a 
Hump. You are a pure Fellow for a Father. This 
is always your Tricks, to make a great Fool 1 one be- 
fore Company. [ Apart to his Father.] be 
Sir Har. Don't diſgrace me, Sirrah : You 1 Grace- 
leſs Rogue [ Apart.] Brother, he has been bred 
up to Reſpent and Silence before his Parents —— | I. 
Yet did you but hear what a Noiſe he makes ſome- on 
times in the Kitchen, or the Kennel, he's the * of 
dem all. | 
Tip. Well, Sir Harry, fince you aſſure me he can 
ſpeak, I'll take your Word for it. 
Hump. I can ſpeak when J ſee occaſion, and I can 
hold my Tongue when I ſee occaſion. 
Sir Har. Well ſaid, Nump- 


Sirrah, I. ſee you can | 


do well, if you will. [ 4part. ] | lea 
Tip. Pray walk up W me, Couſin Humphry. Sir 

Sir Har. Ay, walk too and fro between us with q 
your Hat unde: your Arm. Clear up your Countenance. 


LAbart. ] 4 
Tip. I ſee, Sir Harry, you han't ſet him a Caper- Ene 
ing under a French Dancing-Maſter: He does not IA 
mince it: He has not learn'd to walk by a Cou- 4 
rant, or a Boree His Paces are natural - 
Sir Harry, 
Hum. I don't know but tis, ſo we walk! in the weſt 
of England, 
Sir Har. Ay, right Numps, and fo we do 
Ha ! ha! ha! Pray, Brother obſerve his Make, none of 
your Lath-back'd wiſhy waſhy Breed Come 
hither, Numps. Can't you fland flill? [| Apart.) H 
[ Meaſuring his Shoulders.] ſee 1 
Tis. I preſume this 1s not the firſt time, Sir Harry F. 


you have meaſur'd his Shoulders with your Cane. H 
Ai Sir Har. Look ye, Brother, two Foot and an half in [Spin 
the Shoulders. F. 


Tip. J 
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Ti ip. Two Foot and an half? we muſt make * 
Settlement on the younger Children. 


Sir Har. Not like him, Quotha' ! | 

Tip. He may ſee his Couſin when he pleaſes. 

Hump. But hark ye, Uncle, I have a Scruple I had 
better mention before Marriage than after. 

Tip, What's that ? What's that ? 

Hump. My Couſin, you know, is a-kin to me, and 
I don't think it lawful for a young Man to marry his 


_ own Relations. 


. Sir Har. Hark ye, hark ye, Numps, we have got a 
way to ſolve all that: Sirrah! Confider this Cudgel ! Your 


Coufin ! ſuppoſe I'd have you Marry your Grandmother ; 
avhat then ? [ Apart.] 


Tip. Well, has your Father ſatisfy'd you in the Point, 
Mr. Humphry ? 


Hump. Ay, ay, Sir, very well: I have not the 


2 Scruple . 3 NO, NO — not in the leaſt, 
Ir. 


Tip. Then Hark ye, Brother, we'l go take a Wher 


i and ſettle the whole Affair. 


Sir Har. Come, we'll leave Numps here he 
knows the Way. Not Marry your own Relations, Serre [ 
[4part.] I [Exeunt, 

Hump. Very fine, very fine; How prettily this Park 
is ſtock'd with Soldiers, and Deer, and Ducks, and 


Ladies — Ha! where are the old Fellows | 
=? where can they be tro? - I'll aſk theſe 
cople — 


E nter Pounce and Fainlove. 


Hump. Ha, you pretty young Gentleman, « did 208 
ſee my Father ? 


Fain. Your Father, Sir? 


Hump. A Weezel- faced croſs old Gentleman with 
Spindle-Shanks? 


Fain, No, Sir. 


1 Hund. 
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Hump. A Crab-Tree Stick in his Hand? 

Pounce. We han't met any Body with theſe Marks, 
but ſure I have ſeen you before Are not you 
Mr. Humphry Gubbin, Son and Heir to dir Henry 
Gubbin ? 

FHlump. I am his Son and Heir But how 
long I ſhall be fo I can't tell, for he ralles every Day of 
Diſinheriting me. 

Pounce. Dear Sir, let me embrace you Nay, 
don't be offended if I take the Liberty to de you ; Mr. 
Fain ove, pray [Fainlove 4] kifs the Gentleman — 
Nay, dear Sir, don't ſtare and be ſurpriz'd, for I have 
had a deſire to be better known to you ever fince I ſaw 
you one Day clinch your Fiſt at your Father, when 
| his Back was turn'd upon you —— For I muſt own [ 
very much admire a young Gentleman of Spirit. 

Hump. Why, Sir, would it not vex a Man to the 
Heart, to have an old Fool ſnubbing a Body every 
Minute afore Company 

Pounce, Oh fy, he uſes you like a Boy. 

Hump. Like a Boy! He lays me on now and tow as 
if I were one of his Hounds — You can't think what 
a Rage he was in this Morning, becauſe 1 boggled a 
little at Marrying my own Couſin. 

Pounce. A Man can't be too ſcrupulous, Mr. Humphry, 
a Man can't be too ſcrupulous. 

. Sir, I could as ſoon love my own Fleſh and 
Blood; we ſhould ſquabble like Brother and Siſter ; do 
you think we ſhould not ? Mr. Pray, — 
may I crave the Favour of your Names? | 
Pounce. Sir, I am the very Perſon that have been em- 
ploy'd to draw up the Articles of Marriage between you 
and 2 Cana. © > 
Hump. Ay, ſay you ſo? Then you can inform me in 
ſome things concerning myſelf - Pray, Sir, what 
Eftate am I Heir to? 

Pounce. To Fifteen Hundred Pound a Year, an  intail'd 

Eſtate — 


Hump. I am glad to hear it with all my Heart; and 
can 
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can you ſatisfy me in another Queſtion — Pray 
how Old am I at preſent? 85 

Pounce. Three and twenty laſt March. | 

Hump. Why, as ſure as you are there, they have kept 
me back. I have been told by ſome of the Neighbour- 
| hood, that I was Born the very Year the Pigeon-houſe 

was built, and every Body knows the Pigeon-houſe is 
three and twenty —— Why? I find there has been 
Tricks play'd me, I have obey'd him all along, as if I 
had been oblig'd to it. | 
Pounce. Not at all, Sir; your Father can't cut you out 
of one Acre of Fifteen hundred Pound a Year. 

Hump. What a Fool have I been to give him his Head 
ſo long! , | 

Pounce. A Man of your Beauty and Fortune may find 
out Ladies enough that are not a-kin to you. 

Hump. Look ye, Mr. what d'ye _ As to my 
Beauty, I don't know but they may take a liking to that 
— But, Sir, mayn't I crave your Name? 

Pounce. My Name, Sir, is Pounce at your Service. 

Hump. Pounce, with af —— ! 

Pounce, Yes, Sir, and Samus! with a . 

Hump. Why then Mr. Samuel Pounce, do you know 
any Gentlewoman, that you think I could like ? For, 
to tell you truly, I took an Antipathy to my Couſin, ever 
 fince my Father propos'd her to me And ſince 

every Body knows I came up to be Married, I don't 
care to go down, and look balk' d. | 

Pounce, | have a Thought juſt come into my Head 

Do you ſee this young Gentleman? he has ax 
Siſter, a prodigious Fortune 'Faith you two ſhall bg 
acquainted LD 7 

Fain. | can't pretend to expect ſo accompliſh'd a Gen- 
tleman as Mr. Humphry for my Siſter, but being you 
Friend, I'll be at his Service in the Affair. 8 
HAump. If I had your Siſter, ſhe and I ſhould live like 

wo Turtles. „„ PI | 
Pounce, Mr. Humphry, Ee be fool'd any longer, 
2 ry 
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III carry you into Company; Mr. Fainlewe, you ſhall | 
introduce him to Mrs. Clerimont's Toilet. 


| Fain. She'll be highly taken with him —— for ſhe 
| loves a Gentleman, whoſe Manner is particular. 

| Peunce. What, Sir, a Perſon of your Pretenſions, a 

clear Eſtate, no Portions to pay ! Tis Barbarous, your || 

| Treatment Mr. Humphry, I'm afraid you want 2 

| Money — There's for You—— What, a Man of your . 

| Accompliſhments ? [Giving A Purſe. 


Hump. And yet you ſee, Sir, how they uſe me 

Dear Sir, you are the beſt Friend I ever met with in all 

my Life — Now I am fluſh of Money, bring me to 

| your Siſter, and I warrant you for my Behaviour 
ö A Man's quite another thing with Money in his Pocket 

you know. 5 a 

| | Pounce. How little the Oaf wonders why I ſhould give | ©* 

| him Money ! You ſhall never want, Mr. Humphry, while _ 

1 have it —— Mr. Humphry ; but, dear Friend, I muſt | & 

take my leave of you, I have ſome extraordinary Buſineſs 1˙ 

on my Hands, I can't ſtay: But you muſt not ſay a L 

word Cn 

| Fain. But you muſt be in the way half an Hour hence, f 

and I'll introduce you at Mrs. Clerimont 8. — 

Pounce. Make em believe you are willing to have || © 

your Couſin Bridger, till opportunity ſerves; Farewel, * 

dear Friend. [Ex. Pounce and Fain. I _ 

Hump. Farewel, good Mr. Samuel Pounce But | 
let's ſee my Caſh tis very true, the old Saying, 

a Man meets with more Friendſhip from Strangers, than 

| his own Relations Let's ſee my Caſh, 1, 2, 3, 4, 

there on that fide — I, 2, 3, 4, on that ſide; tis a 

fooliſh thing to put all ones Money in one Pocket, tis H 

like a Man's whole Eſtate in one County — Theſe five 

in my Fob — PII keep theſe in my Hand, leſt 1 


ſhould have a preſent Occaſion But this Town's ws 
| | Os (xi Whiſlling. pr 
, pe 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Pounce, and Captain Clerimont ⁊cith He Arn. 
| in a Scarf. | | | | 


Pounce. OU are now well enough inſtructed both 
in the Aunt and Niece to form your Beha- 
„ viour. X 5 
Cler. But to talk with her apart is the great matter. 
Paunce. The antiquated Virgin has a mighty Aﬀecta- 
tion for Vouth, and is a great Lover of Men and Mo- 
ney One of theſe, at leaſt, I am ſure l can 
gratify her in, by turning her Pence in the Annuities, or 
the Stocks of one of the Companies; ſome way or other 
3 to entertain her, and engage you with the young 
ady. | & = 
Cler. Since that is her Ladyſhip's turn, ſo buſy and 
fine a Gentleman as Mr. Pounce muſt needs be in her 
good Graces. „ „ 
Pounce. So ſhall you too But you muſt not 
be ſeen with me at firſt Meeting, I'll dog em, while you 
watch at a Diſtance. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Aunt and Niece. 


. Niece, Was it not my Gallant that whiſtled ſo charm- 
ingly in the Parlour, before he went out this Morning? 
He's a moſt accompliſh'd Cavalier. | 

Aunt. Come, Niece, come - You don't do well 
to make ſport with your Relations, eſpecially with a 
young Gentleman that has ſo much kindneſs for you. 
Niece. Kindneſs for me | What a Phraſe is there to ex- 
preſs the Darts and Flames, the Sighs and Languiſhings 


ef an expecting Lover 
D B 
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Aunt, Pray, Niece, forbear this idle Traſh, and talk 
like other People. Your: Couſin Hamphry will be true 
and hearty in what he ſays, and that's a great deal better 
than the talk and compliment of Romances. 
Niece, Good Madam, don't wound my Ears with ſuch 
Expreſſions; do you think I can ever love a Man that's 
true and hearty ! What a Peaſant-like Amour do theſe 
coarſc Words import? True and hearty ! pray, Aunt, 
endeavour a little at the Embelliſhment of your Stile. 
Aurt. Alack-a-day, Couſin Bday, theſe idle Romances 
have quite turn'd your Head. 
Niece. How often muſt I defire you, Madam, to lay 
aſide that familiar Name, Ccuſin Brady? I never hear it 
without bluſhing Did you ever meet with an 
| Heroine in thoſe idle Romances as you call 'em, that 
| was term'd Biddy ? 
Ant. Ah! Couſin, Coufin — Theſe are meer 
Vapours, indeed Nothing but Vapours 
Nizce. No, the Heroine has always ſomething ſoft and 
engaging in her Name Something that gives us a 
Notion of the ſweetneſs of her Beauty and Behaviour. 
A Name that glides through half a dozen tender Sylla- 
| bles, as Eliſmunda, Clidamira, Deidamia, that runs upon 
| Vowels of the Tongue, not hiſſing through ones Teeth, 
or breaking them with Conſonants - "Tis ſtrange 
Rudenefs thoſe familiar Names they give us, when there 
is Aurilia, Sachariſſa, Gleriana, for People of Condition; 
and Celia, Ciicris, Corinna, Mapſa, for their Maids and 
thoſe of lower Rank. 5 
Aurt. Look ye, Ziddy, this is not to be ſupported —- 
J know not where you learn'd this Nicety ; but I can 
+ tell you, forſooth, as much as you deſpiſe it, your 
Mother was a Bridget afore you, and an excellent Houſe- 
Wife. . 

Niece. Good Madam, don't upbraid me with my 
Mother Bridget, and an excellent Houſewife. 

Aunt. Yes I ſay, ſhe was, and ſpent her time in 
better Learning than ever you did — not in reading of 
Fights and Battles of Dwarfs and Giants; but in writing 

| | : | Cut 


. 


Family has known it by its Marks. 
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out Receipts for Broths, Poſſets, Caudles and Surfeit- 
Waters, as became a good Country Gentlewoman. 

Niece, My Mother, and a Bridget 

Aunt. Yes, Niece, I ſay again your Mother, my Sifter, 
was a Bridget! the Daughter of her Mother Margery, of 
her Mother Sz, of her Mother Alice. | 


Niece. Have you no Mercy? Oh the barbarous Genea- 


logy ? 


Aunt. Of her Mother I inifred, of her Mother Joan. 
Niece. Since you will run on, then TI muſt needs tel! 
you I am not ſatisfy'd in the point of my Nativity. Many 
an Infant has been plac'd in a Cottage with obſcure 
Parents, till by chance ſome ancient Servant of the 
Aunt. Ay, you had beſt be ſearch'd — That's 
like your calling the Winds the fanning Gales, before 1 
don't know how much Company, and the Tree that 
was blown by it, had, forſooth, a Spirit impriſon'd in 
the Trunk of it. 
Niece. Ignorance 3 „„ 
Aust. Then a Cloud this Morning had a flying Dragon 
in it. | 
Niece. What Eyes had you that you could ſee nothing? 
For my Part I look upon it to be a Prodigy, and expe& 
ſomething extraordinary will happen to me before Night 
But you have a groſs Reliſh of Things. What 


noble Deſcriptions, in Romances had been Joſt, if the 


Writers had been Perſons of your Gouſt? 
Aunt. I wiſh the Authors had been hang'd, and their 


Books burnt, before you had ſeen 'em. 


Niece. Simplicity ! 8 
Aunt. A parcel of improbable Lies. 

Niece. Indeed, Madam, your Rallery is coarſe 
Aunt. Fit only to corrupt young Girls, and fill their 


_— with a thouſand fooliſh Dreams of I] don't know 
what. | DNS | | | | 
Niece. Nay, now, Madam, you grow extravagant. 


| Aunt. What J ſay is not to vex, but adviſe you for 
your Good. 


B 4 EE ' Nee, 
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with one Servant of each Sex 


32 The Tender HusBaAnD: Or, 


Niece. What, to burn Philocles, Artaxeres, Oroondates, 
and the reſt of the Heroick Lovers, and take my 
Country Booby, Couſin Humphry, for an Huſband ! 

Aunt. Oh Dear, Oh Dear, Biday / Pray, good Dear, 
learn to act and 2 like the reſt o the World; 


come, come, you 
comfortably. 
Niece. Live comfortably! What kind of Life is that ? 
A great Heireſs live comfortably | Pray, Aunt, learn 
to raiſe your [dea's What is, I wonder, to 
live comfortably ? 
Aunt, To live comfortably, is to live with Prudence 


all marry your Couſin, and live 5 


and Frugality, as we do in Lembard Street. 


Niece, As we do ——>—— That's a fine Life indeed, 
Let's fee how 
many things our Coachman is tr He 
rubs down his Horſes, lays the Cloth, whets the Knives, 
and ſometimes makes Beds, | 

Aunt. A good Servant ſhou'd turn his Hand to every 
thing in a Family. | 

Niece. Nay, there's not a Creature in our Family, 
that has not two or three different Duties; as John is 
Butler, Footman and Coachman; ſo Mary is Cooky 
Laundreſs and Chamber-maid. 

Aunt. Well, and do you laugh at that ? 

Niece. No + not ] — nor at the 
Coach-Horſes, tho' one has an eaſy Trot for my 
Uncle's Riding, and t'other an eaſy Pace for your Side- 
Saddle 

. Aunt. And fo you jeer at the good Management of 
your Relations, do you? 

Niece. No, I'm well ſatisfied that all the Houſe are 
Creatures of Buſineſs, but indeed, was in hopes that 
my poor little Lap-Dog might have liv'd with me 
upon my Fortune without an Employment, but my 
Uncle threatens every Day to make him a Turn- 
ſpit, that he too, in his Sphere, may help us to live 

comfortably | 

Aunt. Hark ye, Couſin Biddy. 


News 
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Niece. I vow I'm out of Countenance, when our 


Bulter, with his careful Face, drives us all ſtowed in 
a Chariot drawn by one Horſe ambling, and tother 


trotting with his Proviſions behind for the Family, 


from Saturday Night till Monday Morning, bound 


for Hackney Then we make a comfortable 
Figure, indeed. 


Aunt. So we do, and ſo will you always, if you 


marry your Couſin Humphry 
Niece. Name not the Creature. 
, Aunt. Creature! what your own Couſin a Creature ! 
Niece. Oh, let's be going, I ſee yonder another 
Creature that does my Uncle's Law-Buſineſs, and 
bas I believe, made ready the Deeds, thoſe barbarous 
Deeds! 
Aunt. What, Mr. Pounce a Creature too Nay, now 
I'm ſure you're Ignorant You ſhall ftay, and 


you'll learn more Wit from him in an hour, than ina 


thouſand of your fooliſh Books in an Age — 
Your Servant Mr. Pounce. 


Enter Pounce. 


 Pounce. Ladies, I hope I don't interrup any private 


Diſcourſe. 

Aunt. Not in the leaſt, Sir. 

Pounce. I ſhould be loath to be eſtcem'd one of 
thoſe, who think they have a Privilege of mixing in 
all Companies, without any Buſineſs, but to bring forth 
a loud Laugh, or vain Jett. 

Niece. He talks with the Mien and Gravity of a 
Paladin. L Aar. 

Pounce. Madam, I bought the other * at three and 
an half, and ſold at Seven 
Aunt. Then pray, Sir, ſell for me in time. Niece, 
mind him; he has an infinite deal of Wit — 

Pounce. This that I ſpeak of was for you 
I never neglet ſuch Opportunities to ſerve my Priende. 


D 5 = Aunt, 


( 
$ 
* 
| 
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Aunt. Indeed Mr. Pounce, you are I proteſt, with- 
out flattery, the wittieſt Man in the World. | 

Peunce. I aſſure you, Madam, I faid laſt Night be- 
fore n Hundred Head of Citizens, that Mrs Bar/beba 


 Tip4in was the moſt ingenious young Lady in the 
Liberties. | 


Aunt. Well, Mr. Pounce, you are fo facetious ——— 


But ou are always among the great Ones —— Lis no 
wonder you have it. 
Niece. Idle! idle! 


 Pounce. But, Madam, you know Alderman Grey- 
Goo/e, he's a notable joking Man — — —— Well, ſays 


| he, here's Mrs. Bar/heba's Health ———— She's my 
Miſtreſs. 1 


Aunt. That Man makes me ſplit my Sides with 


Laughing, he's ſuch a Wag —— (Mr. Pounce pretends 


Grey-Goeoſe ſaid all this, but I know *tis his own Wit, for 
he's in love with me) [Alade. 
Pounce. But, Madam, there's a certain Affair I ſhould 


communicate to you, [art. 


Aunt. Ay, tis certainly ſo — He wants to break his 
Mind to me. 5 Captain Clerimont Ae. 
Pounce. Oh, Mr. Clerimont, Mr. Clerimont adies, 
pray let me introduce this young Gentleman, he's my 
Friend, a Youth of great Virtue and Goodneſs, for all 
he is in a red Coat. „ | 
Ant. If he's your Friend, we need not doubt his 
Virtwe. | 
Clr. Ladies, you are taking the cool Breath of the 
Morning. e 
Niece. A pretty Phraſe. EET” ©» 
Aunt. That's the pleaſanteſt time this warm Weather. 
Cler. Oh, tis the Seaſon of the Pearly Dews, and 
gentle Zephyrs, 
Niece, Ay! pray mind that _ Aunt. [Alide. 
| Pounce. Shan't we repoſe ourſelves on yonder Seat, I 
love improving Company, and to communicate. 
Aunt, Tis certainly fo ——— He's in love with 2 


5 


ao 


if we do —— He's a moſt ingenious Man. 


your Phraſe 
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and wants Opportunity to tell me ſo 


I don't care 


[Fæeunt Aunt and Pounce. 
Cler. We enjoy here, Madam, all the pretty Land- 
fcips of the Country, without the Pains of going 
thitber. 
Niece. Art and Nature are in a Rivalry, or rather 
a Confederacy, to adorn this beauteous Park with all 
the agreeable Variety of Water, Shade, Walks and 


Air. What can be more charming than theſe flowery 
Lawns ? | 


Cler. Or theſe gloomy Shades —= 

Niece. Or theſe embroider'd Vallies — 

Cler. Or that tranſparent Stream? 

| Niece. Or theſe bowing Branches on the Banks of i it, 


that ſeem to admire their own Beauty in the Goyal 
Mirrour ? 


Cler. I am — Madam. at the Delicacy of 
Can ſuch Exprefiions come rom 


Lombard-jtreet 
Niece. Alas! Sir, what can be expected from an in- 


nocent Virgin, that has been immur'd almoſt one and 
twenty Years from the Converſation of Mankind, under 
the care of an Urganda of an Aunt ? 


Cler. Bleſs me, Madam, how have you been abus'd! 


Many a Lady before your Age has had an hundred 


Lances broken in her Service, and as many Dragons 


cut to pieces in Honour of her. 


Niece Oh, the charming Man ! [.44, 2 


Cler. Do you believe Pamela was one nd twenty 
before ſhe knew Mu/iderus * 


Niece. I could hear him ever 222 
Cler. A Lady or your Wit and Beauty might have 
given occaſion for a whole Romance in Folio before 
that Age. | 
_ Niece. Oh, the Powers! Who can be be? Oh, Youth 
unknown! But let me in the firſt Place, know whom 
1 talk to, for, Sir, I am wholly unaccuainted both 


with your Perſon, and your Hiſtor ß; Vo 


ſeem 


1 
' 
* 
| 
= 
| 
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ſeem, indeed, by your Deportment, and the diſtin- 
guiſhing Mark of your Bravery which you bear, to 
have been in a Conflict May I not know what 
cruel Beauty obliged you to ſuch Adventures, till ſhe 


pitied you ? 


Cler. Oh, the pretty Coxcomb! [ Aſide. 
Oh, Blenheim, Blenheim! Oh, Cordelia, Cordelia [ | | 
Niece. You mention the Place of Battle ——— 

I would fain hear an exact Deſcription of it 


Our publick Papers are ſo defective, they don't ſo much 


as tell us how the Sun roſe on that glorious Day 
Were there not a great many flights of Vultures before 
the Battle began ? 5 5 
Cler. Oh, Madam, they have eaten up half my 
Acquaintance, | | | 
Niere. Certainly never Birds of Prey were ſo feaſted 
— by report, they might have lived half a Vear 
on the very Legs and Arms our Troops left behind 
em. | | | 
Cler. Had we not fought near a Wood, we ſhould 
ne'er have got Legs enough to have come home upon. 


The Joiner of the Foot-Guards has made his Fortune 


by it. 

” Ms, I ſhall never forgive your General 

He has put all my ancient Heroes out of Countenance, 

He has pull'd down Cyrus and Alexander, as much as 

Loui Ele- Grand — But your own part in that Action ? 
Cler. Only that ſlight hurt, for the Aſtrologer ſaid at 

my Nativity Nor Fire, nor Sword, nor Pike, 


nor Muſquet ſhall deſtroy this Child, let him but avoid 


fair Eyes But, Madam, mayn't I crave the Name 


of her that has captivated my Heart ? 


Niece, I can't gueſs whom you mean by that De- 
ſcription ; but if you aſk my Name - I muſt 
confeſs you put me upon Revealing what I always 
keep as the greateſt Secret I have for would 
you believe it they have call'd me 


1 don't know how to own it, but they have call'd me 


Cler. 
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Cler. Bridget ? 

Niece. Bridget. 

Cler. Bridget? 

NMiece. Spare my Confuſion, 1 beſeech you, Sir, and 
if you have occaſion to mention me, let it be by Par- 
theniſſa, for that's the Name Fhave aſſum'd ever ſince 

I came to Years of Diſcretion. 

Cler. The unſupportable Tyranny of Parents, to fix 
Names on helpleſs Infants which they muſt bluſh at 
all their Lives after! I don't think there's a Sirname in 
the World to match it. 

| Niece. No! what do you think of Tiplin? 8 5 

Cler. Tipkin ! Why, I think if I was a young Lady 
that had it, I'd part with it immediately. 

Niece. Pray how would you get rid of it? 

Cler. I'd change it for another I could recom- 
mend to you three very pretty Syllables — What do 
you think of Clerimont ? 55 

Niece. Clerimont ! Clerimont ! Very well——But what 
right have I to it? 

Cler, If you will give me leave, I'll put you in Poſ- 
ſeſſion of it. By a very few Words I can make it over 
to you, and your Children after you. 

Niece. Oh, fy | Whither are you running! You know 
a Lover ſhould ſigh in private, and languiſh whole 
Years before he reveals his Paſſion ; he ſhould retire 
into ſome ſolitary Grove, and makes the Woods and 
wild Beaſts his Confidents - Yon ſhould have 
told it to the Echo half a year before you had diſcovered 
it, even to my Hand-maid. And yet beſides — 
to talk to me of Children Did you ever hear of an 
Heroine with a Big- belly ? 

Cler. What can a Lover do, Madam; now the Race 
of Giants is extint? Had I lived in thoſe Days, there 
had not been a Mortal fix Foot high, but ſhonld have 
own'd Partbeniſſa for the Paragon of Beauty, or meaſur'd 
his length on the Ground Parthenifſa ſhould. 
| have been heard by the Brooks and Deſarts at Mid night 
the Echo's Burden, and the River's Murmur. | 
2 | | Niece, 
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Niece. That had been a Golden Age, indeed ! But ſce 
my Aunt has left her Grave Companion, and is 


coming towards us — I command you to 


leave me. o 3 
' Cler. Thus Orcondates, when Statira diſmiſs'd him her 
Preſence, threw himſelf at her Feet, and implor'd Per- 


miſſion but to live. [Offering to Kneel. 

Niece. And thus Statira raiſed him from the Earth, 

permitting him to live and love. [Exit Cler. 
Enter Aunt, 


Aunt. Is not Mr. Poance's Converſation very improv- 
ing, Niece? . 
Niece. Is not Mr. Clerimont a very pretty Name, Aunt ? 

Aunt. He has ſo much Prudence. | 
Niece. He has ſo much Gallantry. 

Aunt. So ſententious in his Expreſſions. 

Niece. So poliſh'd in his Language! 

Aunt, All he ſays, is, methinks, ſo like a Sermon. 
Niece. All he ſpeaks ſavours of Romance. 

Aunt. Romance, Niece f Mr. Pounce! what ſavours 


of Romance? | 


Niece. No, 1 mean his Friend, the accompliſh'd 


Mr. Clerimont. 


Aunt. Fy, for one of your Years to commend a young 


Fellow! 


Niece. One of my Years is mightily govern'd by 
Example! You did not diſlike Mr. Pounce. | 

Aunt. What, Cenſorious too? I find there is no 
trulling you out of the Houſe — A Moment's freſh Air 


does but make you ſtill the more in love with Stran- 


gers, and deſpiſe your own: Relations, 
Niece. I am certainly by the Power of an Inchant- 
ment plac'd among you, but I hope I this Morning 
employ'd one to ſcek Adventures, and break the 


Charm. 


Aunt. Vapours, Bid, indeed! Nothing but Vapours 
Couſin Humphry ſhall break the Charm, 


Riece. 
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Nice. Name him not — Call me fill Biddy, rather 
than name that Brute. [Exeunt Aunt and Niece. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 


Cler. A perfect Quixote in Petticoats! I tell thee, 
Pounce, ſhe governs herſelf wholly by Romance 
It has got into her very Blood — She ſtarts by Rule, 
and bluſhes by example — Could I but have pro- 
duc'd one Inſtance of a Lady's complying at firſt 
Sight, I ſhould have gain'd her Promiſe on the Spot — 
How am I bound to curſe the cold Conſtitutions of the 

Pbiloclea's and Statira's ! I am undone for want of 
JJ | 
Pounce. | am ſure I labour'd hard to favour your 
Conference; and ply'd the old Woman all the while 
with ſomething that tickled either her Vanity or her 
Covetouſneſs; I conſider'd all the Stocks, old and 
new Company, her own Complexion and. Youth, 
Partners for Sword-Blades, Chamber of London, Banks 

for Charity, and Mine-Adventures, till ſhe told me I 
had the repute of the moſt facetious Man that ever 
came to Garraway's For you muſt know pub- 
lick Knaves and Stock Jobbers paſs for Wits at her 
end of the Town, as common Cheats and Gameters 
do at yours. VT 

Cler. 1 pity the Drudgery you have gone through, 

but what's next to be done towards getting my pretty 
Heroine * | | | 

Pounce. What ſhould next be done, in ordinary Me- 
thod of things —— You have ſeen her, the next regular 
Approach is, that you cannot ſubſiſt a Moment, with» 
out ſending forth muſical Complaints of your Misfor- 
tune by way of Serenade. 

Cler. I can nick you there, Sir, —I have a Scribbling- 
Army-Friend, that has writ a triumphant, rare, noily 
Song, in honour of the late Victory, that will hit the 
Nymph's Fantaſque to a Hair, I'll get every thing 
ready as ſoon as poſſible. is | 


Pouncę. = 


1 
5 
1 

| 
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give you Intelligence * 


It is impoſſible he ſhould be good for any thing 


Pounce. While you are playing upon the Fort, III 
be within, and obſerve what Execution you do, and 


Cler. You muſt have an Eye upon Mr. Humphry, 
while I feed the Vanity of Partbeniſſa —— For I am 
ſo experienc'd in theſe Matters that I know none but 
Coxcombs think to win a Woman by any deſert of 
their own——No, it muſt be done rather by complying 
with ſome prevailing Humour of your Miſtreſs, than 
exerting any good Quality in yourſelf. 


is not the Lover's Merit wins the Field, 
But to themſelves alone the Beauteous yield. 
„ [Exeunt. 


ACT m SCENE 1 


Enter Mrs. Clerimont, Fainlove (carrying ber Lap - Deg) 
= 2 Jenny. 


Adam, the Footman that's recommended to 
you is below, if your Ladyſhip will pleaſe to 


Jen. 


5 ue him. | 


Mrs. Cler. Oh, fy ; don't believe I'll think on't — 


1 he Englip are fo ſaucy with their Liberty 
have all my lower Servants French There cannot 
be a good Footman born out of an abſolute Monar- 


chy — 


| Fen. I am beholden to your Ladyſhip, for believing 

ſo well of the Maid-Servants in Eng/and, 
Mrs. Cler. Indeed, Jenny, I could wiſh thou wert 

really French: for thou art plain Exgliſb in ſpite of 


Example our Arms do but hang on, and you 


move perfectly upon Joints. Not with a Swim of 


the whole Perſon But I am talking to you, and 


have 


Pu 
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have not adjuſted myſelf to-day: What pretty Com- 


pany a Glaſs is, to have another ſelf! CKiſſes the Dog) 


The converſe in Soliloquy! To have Company that 
never contradicts or diſoleaſes us ! The pretty viſible 
Echo of our Actions (Kies the Dog) How eaſy too it 
is to be diſencumber'd with Stays, where a Woman has 
any thing like Shape, if no Shape, a good Air — But J 
look beit when I'm talking. 


[Kiſſes the Lap. Dog in Fainlove's Arms, 


Jen. You always look well. 1 
Mrs. Cler. For I'm always talking, you mean ſo, that 
diſquiets thy ſullen Eng/i/ Temper, but I don't really 
look ſo well when I am filent —— If I do but offer to 
ſpeak — Then I may ſay that — Oh, bleſs me, Jenny, 
I am ſo pale, I am afraid of myſelf —— I] have not 
laid on half red enough ———— What a Dough bak'd 
thing was I before I improv'd myſelf and travel'd for 
Beauty However, my Face is very prettily de- 
ſign'd to-day. 1 
Fain, Indeed, Madam, you begin to have ſo fine 
an Hand, that you are younger every Day than other. 
Mrs. Cler. The Ladies abroad us'd to call me Ma- 
damoiſelle Titian, | was ſo famous for my Colouring ; 
but pr'ythee, Wench, bring me my black Eye-brows, 
out of the next Room. | | | 
Jen. Madam, I have 'em in my Hand. SE 
Fain, It would be happy for all that are to ſee you 
to-day, if you could change your Eyes too. 


Mrs. Cler. Gallant enough — No, hang it, I'll wear 


theſe | have on, this Mode of Viſage takes mightily, I 


had three Ladies laſt Week came over to my Com- 
plexion - I think to be a fair Woman this Fortnight, 
till I find Pm ap'd too much —— I believe there are an 


hundred Copies of me already. „ 

Jen. Dear Madam, won't your Lady ſhip pleaſe to let 
me be of the next Countenance you leave off ? 

Mrs. Cler. You may, Jenny but | aſſure you — 


it is a very pretty piece of 1II-nature, for a gs 
en | | that 
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| that has any Genius for Beauty, to obſerve the ſervile 


Imitation of her Manner, her Motion, her Glances, and 


| her Smiles. | 


Fain. Ay, indeed, Madam, nothing can be ſo ridicu- 
lous as to imitate the Inimitable. | 
Mrs. Cher. Indeed, as you ſay, Fainlove, the French 


Mien is no more to be learn'd, than the Language, 


without going thither Then again to ſee ſome 
poor Ladies who have Clowniſh, Penurious, Eng li- 
Huſbands, turn and torture their old Clothes into ſo 
many Forms, and dye 'em into ſo many Colours, to 
follow me — What ſay'ſt, Jenny? What ſay'ſt? Not a 
Word? 1 5 8 

Fen. Why, Madam, all that ] can ſay 

Mrs. Cier. Nay, | believe, Jenny, thou haſt nothing 
to ſay any more than the reſt of thy Country-Wo- 
men — The Spleneticks ſpeak juſt as the Weather lets 
'em — They are mere talking Barometers —— Abroad 
the People of Quality go on fo eternally, and till go on, 
and are Gay and entertain In England Diſ- 


courſe is made up of nothing bat Queſtion and Anſwer 


— — ] was t' other Day at a Viſit, where there 
was a profound Silence, for, I believe, the third Part of 
a Minute. | | 
Fen, And your Ladyſhip there ? 

Mrs. Cler. They infected me with their Dulneſs. 
who can keep up their good Humour at an Eng:i/ 
Viſit They fit as at a Funeral, ſilent in the midit 
of many Candles — One, perhaps, alarms the Room — 
Tis very cold Weather — then all the Mute play their 
Fans — till ſome other Queſtion happens, and then the 
Faris go off again — 

Bey. Madam, your Spinet-Maſter is come. 

Ars. Cler. Bring him in, he's very pretty Company. 

Fain, His Spinet is, he never ſpeaks himſelf. 

Mrs, Cler. Speak, Simpleton ! What then, he keeps 
out Silence, does not be — Oh, Sir, you muſt forgive 
me, | have been very idle —— Well, you pardon me 

1 (Maſter 
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Maſter bows —— ) Did you think I was perfect in the 
Song — ( Bows) but pray let me hear it once more. 
SIO [ Let us ſet it. Reads. 


6 


With fludied Airs, and pradtis'd Smiles, 
Flavia my raviſb d Heart beguiles : 

T he Charms we make, are ours alone, 
Nature's Wirks are not our own ; 


Her feilful Hand gives ev'ry Grace, 
Ana ſhows her Fancy in ler Face, 
She feed; with Art an am'rous Rage, 
Nor fears the Force of coming Age. 


You ſing it very well: but, I confeſs, I wiſh you'd 
give more into the French Manner. Des 
Obſerve me hum it A-/a- Francoiſe, 


With fludied Airs, &c. 


The whole Perſon, every Limb, every Nerve ſings 


the Engifhh Way is only being for that time a mere 
muſical Inſtrument, juſt ſending forth a Sound with- 
out knowing they do fo Now I'll give you a little 
of it, like an English Woman——You are to ſuppoſe 
I've deny'd you twenty times, look'd filly, and all 
that —— Then with Hands and face inſenſible — 1 
have a mighty Cold. 


With fudied, &c. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser, Madam, Captain C trimont, and a very ſtrange 


Gentleman, are come to wait on you. 


Mrs. Cler. Let him and the very ſtrange Gentleman 


come 1n. | 
Fain. Oh! Madam, that's the Country Gentleman J 


was telling you of. ; Enter 
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Enter Humphry and Captain Clerimont. 


Fain. Madam, may I do myſelf the Honour to re- 
commend Mr, Gubbin, Son and Heir to Sir Harry Gubbin, 
to your Ladyſhip's Notice? 

Mrs. Cler. Mr. Gubbin, I am extremely pleaſed with 
your Suit, 'tis Antique, and originally from France. 

Hump. It is always lock'd up, Madam, when I'm in 
the Country. My Father prizes it mightily. 

Mrs. Cler. Twould make a very pretty dancing Suit 
in a Maſk, Oh! Captain Clerimont, I have a Quarrel 
with you. EE 

2 Enter Servant. 
Ser. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Huſband deſires to 
know whether you ſee Company to-day or not? 
Mrs. Cler. Who, you Clown ? 
Ser. Mr. Clerimont, Madam. 
Mrs. Chr. He may come in. 


Enter Clerimont Senior. 


Mrs. Cler. Your very humble Servant. 
Cler. Sen. I was going to take the Air this Morning in 
my Coach, and did myſelf the Honour, before I went, 
to receive your Commands, finding you ſaw Company. 
Mrs. Cler. At any time when you know I do, you 
may let me ſee you. Pray, how did you fleep laſt 
Night? If I had not aſk'd him that Queſtion, they 


might have thought we lay together. [ Aſide.] ¶ Here 


Fainlove hoking through a Perſpettive, bows to Clerimont 
Senior. ] But, Captain, I have a Quarrel with you — 
] have utterly forgot thoſe three Coupees you promis'd 


to come again, and ſhew me. 


Cler. Sen. Then, Madam, you have no Commands this 
Morning ? es i 
Mrs. Chr. Your humble Servant, Sir, — But, oh 
[ 4s foe is going to be led by the Captain.) Have you 
ſign'd that Mortgage to pay off my Lady Faddle's Win- 
nings at Ombre ? EE e 
Cler. Sen. Yes, Madam. 


Ars. Cler. 
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Mr:. Cler. Then all's well, my Honour's ſafe. [ Exit. 
Clerimont Sen.] Come, Captain, lead me this Step 
for I'm apt to make a falſe one — You ſhall ſhew me. 
Cler. I'll hew you, Madam, 'tis no matter for a Fid- 
dle; I'll give you 'em the French way, in a teaching 
Tune. Pray more quick — Oh Madamoiſelle que faitez- 
Vous —— A ney — There again — Now ſlide as it were 


the Gipſy and you have all the Smiles of the 
Dance to a tittle. | > 


Mrs. Cler. Why truly I think, that the greateſt Part 
I have ſeen an Erg//þ Woman dance a Jig with the 


Severity of a veſtal Virgin 
Hump. If this be French dancing and ſinging, I fancy 
T could do it Haw ! Haw! [ Capers afide. 


Mrs. Cler. I proteſt Mr. Gabbin, you have almoſt the 
Step, without any of our Country Baſhfulneſs. Give 


me your Hand — Haw ! haw ! So, fo, a little quicker — 


That's right, Haw ! Captain, your Brother deliver'd this 

Spark to me, to be diverted here, *till he calls for him. 

3 [Exit Clerimont. 

Hump. This cutting ſo high makes one's Money jingle 

confoundedly : I'm reſolv'd I' never carry above one 
Pocket full hereafter. 


Mrs. Cler. You do it very readily — You amaze me. 


Hump. Are the Gentlemen in France generally ſo 
well-bred as we are in England — Are they, Madam, 


ba! But, young Gentleman, when ſhall I ſee this Siſter ? 


Haw ! haw! haw! Is not the higher one jumps the 
better ? 


Fain. She'll be mightily taken with you, I'm ſure. 


One would not think twas in you — You're ſo ga 


and dance fo very high — 


Hump. What ſhould ail me? Did you think I was 
| Wind-gall'd? I can ſing too, if I pleaſe but I 
This is a mighty 


won't *till I ſee your Siſter 
pretty Houſe. 


Mrs. Cler. Well do you know that I like this Gen- 


tleman extremely? I ſhould be glad to form him — 
But were you never in France, Mr. Gubbin? Hump, 


with and without Meaſure There you out-did 


2 —— Wyo — N —— — . 
— ——— s 4 — — 


2 Ras 7 


——_— 


- 
— 


— 


* 
———_— — 
: 9 — — PX. 
” = 


46 The TENDER HusBand: Or, 


Hump. No but Pm always thus pleaſant, if my 
Father's not by —— I proteſt I'd adviſe your Siſter to 
have me — I'm for marryirg her at once— Why ſhould 
1 ſtand ſhally-ſhally like a Country Bumpkin ? 

Fain. Mr. Gubbin, I dare ſay ſhe'll be as forward as 
 _ you; we'll go in and ſee her. [ Jpart, 
Mei. Cler. Then he has not yet ſeen the Lady he is 
in love with. I proteſt very-new and gallant 
Mr. Gub+in, ſhe mult needs believe you a frank Perſon. 
Fainlcve, I mult ſee this Siſter too, I'm reſolv d 
ſhe ſhall like him. 


There needs not time true Paſſion to diſcover; 
The moſt believing is the moſi a Lower, ¶Exeunt. 


Enter Niece ſola. 


Niece. Oh Clerimont / Clerimont To be ſtruck at firſt 
fight! I'm aſham'd of my Weakneſs; I find in myſelf 
all the Symptoms of a raging Amour; I love Solitude, 
I grow pale, I ſigh frequently, I call upon the Name 
of Clerimont when J don't think of it ——— His Perſon 
is ever in my Eyes, and his Voice in my Ears - | 
Methinks 1 long to loſe myſelf in ſome penſive Grove, 
or to hang over the Head of ſome warbling Fountain, 
with a Lute in my Hand, ſoftning the Murmurs of the 
Water. 


* 


Enter Aunt. 
Hunt. Biddy, Biddy ; where's Biddy Tiphin ? 
Niece. Whom do you enquire for ? | | 
| Aunt, Come, come, he's juſt a coming at the Park 
Niece. Who is coming ? 


Aunt. Your Couſin H. a who ſhould be 


coming? Vour Lover, your Huſband that is to be 

Pray, my Dear, look well, and be civil for your Credit, 

and mine too. | 5 | 
Niece. If he anſwers my Idea, I ſhall rally the Ruſtick 

to Death, 8 | | | 


> Cage : Aunt, 
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Aunt. Hiſt here he is. 


Enter Humphry. 
Hump. Aunt, your humble Servant —— Is that — 


ha! Aunt? 
Aunt. Yes, Couſin Humphry, that's your Couſin Bridget. 


Well, I'll leave you together. 


[ Exit Aunt. They fit. 
Hump. Aunt does as ſhe'd be done by, Couſin Bridget, 


does not ſhe, Couſin ? ha! What, are you a Londoner, 


and not ſpeak to a Gentleman ? Look ye, Couſin, the 
old Folks reſolving to marry us, I thought it would be 


28 to ſee how I lik'd you, as not caring to buy a 


ig in a Poke —— for I love to look before | leap. 
Niece. Sir, your Perſon and Addreſs bring to my 

mind the . Hiſtory of Valentine and Or/on : What, 
would they marry me to a wild Man ? Pray anſwer me 
a Queſtion or two. 

Hump. Ay, ay, as many as you pleaſe, Couſin Bridget. 

Niece. What Wood were you taken in? How long 
have you been caught ? 

Hump. Caught 

Niece. Where were your Haunts ? 

Hump. My Haunts ! 

Niece. — not Clothes very uneaſy to you ? Is this 
ſtrange Dreſs the firſt you ever wore ? 

Hump. How! 


Niece, Are you not a great Admirer of Roots, and 


raw Fleſh! —— Let me look upon your Nail 
Don't you love Blackberries, Haws, and Pig-nut, 

mighuly ? 

Hump. How ! | 

Niece. Can'ſt thou deny that thou wert ſuckled by a 
Wolf? You han't been ſo barbarous, I hope, ſince you 
came amongſt Men, as to hunt your Nurſe 
have you? 


Hump. Hunt my Nurſe } Ay, 'tis ſo, ſhe's diſtracted 


as ſure as a Gun Hark ye, Couſin, pray will you 
let me aſk you a Leon or two? 


Niece. 
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Niece If thou haſt yet learn'd the uſe of Language, 
ſpeak, Monſter. | | 5 

Hump. How long have you been thus? 

Niece. Thus! What would'ſt thou ſay? 

Hump. What's the Cauſe of it ? Tell me truly now 
Did you never love any Body before me? 

Niece. Go, go, thou'rt a Savage,  [Rifer. 
Hump. They never let you go abroad, I ſuppoſe. | 

Niece. Thou'rt a Monſter, 7 tell — 

Hump. Indeed, Couſin, tho? tis a Folly to tell thee 
fo lam afraid thou art a mad Woman. 

Niece. I'll have thee into ſome Foreſt. 
Hump. I'll take thee into a dark Room. 

Niece. I hate thee. : 

Hump. I wiſh you did — There's no Hate loſt, I aſſure 
you, Couſin Bridget. N | 

Nicce. Couſin Bridget, Quoth'a——T'd as ſoon claim 
Kindred with a Mountain Bear J deteſt thee. 

Hump. You never do any harm in theſe Fits, I hope 
But do you hate me in earneſt ? 

Niece. Doſt thou aſk it ungentle Foreſter. 

Hump. Yes, for I've a Reaſon, look ye. It happens 
very well if you hate me, and are in your Senſes, for 
to tell you truly I don't much care for you; and 
there is another fine Woman, as I am inform'd, that 
15 in ſome hopes of having me. 

N:zece. This merits my Attention. [Aldi. 

Hump. Look ye d'ye ſee — as I ſaid, ſince I don't care 
for you — I would not have you ſet your Heart on 
me — but if you like any Body elſe let me know it — 
and I'Il find out a way for us to get rid of one another, 
and deceive the old Folks that would Couple us. 

Niece. This wears the Face of an Amour There 
is ſomething in that Thought which makes thy Preſence 
leſs unſupportable. | - 

Hump. Nay, nay, now you're growing fond; if you 
come with theſe Maids Tricks, to ſay you hate at firſt 


and afterwards like me, — you'll ſpoil the whole Deſign. | 


Nie. 


8 E 
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jece. Don't fear it When I think of Conſorting 


with thee, may the wild Boar defile the cla Ermin, 


may the Tiger be wedded to the Kid. 


Hump. When I of thee, may the Pole-Cat Catterwaul 
with the Ciret. 


Niece, When I harbour the leaſt Thought of thee, 
may the Silver Thames forget its Courſe. 


Hump. When [I like thee, may I be ſous'd over Head 
| and Ears in a Horſe-pond —— But do you hate me 4 


Enter Aunt, 


Niece, For ever; and you me? 

Hump. Moſt heartily. 

Aunt. Ha, I like this They are come to Promiſes 

and Proteſtations. [ Hfrat. 

_ Hump. I am very glad I have found a way to pleaſe 

_. 

. Niece. You promiſe to be conſtant. 

Hump. Till Death. 

Niece. Thou beſt of Savages. 

Hump. Thou beſt of Savages! Poor Biday. 


Aunt. Oh the pretty Couple _ on one another, 


Well, how do you like your Couſin Humphry now? 
Niece. Much better than ! thought I ſhould He's 
quite another thing than what I took him for——We 
have both the ſame Paſſions for one another. 
Hump. We wanted only an Occaſion to open our 
Hearts —— Aunt. 


Aunt, Oh, how this will rejoice my Brother, and Sir 


Harry ! we'll go to 'em. 

Hump. No, I muſt fetch a walk with a new Ac- 
quaintance, Mr. Samuel Pounce. 

Aunt, An excellent Acquaintance for your Huſband ; 
come, Niece, come. 

Niece. Farewel, Ruſtick. 

Hump. Buy, Biday 15. 

tht, Ruſtick ! Biddy! Ha! ha! pretty Creatures. 

| [Exeunt, 
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CELNEIVIE SERIES 
ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 


Cler. OES the expect me then, at this very In- 


ſtant ? | 
| Pounce. I tell you, ſhe order d me to bring the Pain- 
ter at this very Hour preciſely, to draw her Niece — for 


to make her Picture peculiarly Charming, ſhe has now | 


that down-caft pretty Shame, that warm Cheek, plow- 
Ing with the Fear and Hope of to-day's Fate, with the 
inviting, coy AﬀeQation of a Bride, all in her Face at 
ence. Now I know you are a Pretender that way.. 


Cler. MTS. I watrant, to perſonate the Character 


on ſuch an inſpiring Occaſion. 

Pounce. You muſt have the Song, I ſpoke of, per- 
form'd at this Window —— at the end of which Ill 
give a Signal Every thing is ready for you, 
your Pencil, your Canvas ftretch'sd — your — Be ſure 

ou play your part in Humour: To be a Painter for a 
ady, you're to have the exceſſive Flattery of a Lover; 
the ready Invention of a Poet; and the eaſy Geſture of 


a Player. 


Cler. Come, come, no more Inſtructions, my Ima- 


gination out- runs all you can ſay: Be gone, be gone! 


[Exit Pounce. 
A SONG. 


I. 


HY, lovely Charmer, tell me why, 
So very kind, and yet /o ſoy Þ 
Why does the cold forbidding Air 
Cie Damps of Sorrow and Deſpair ? 
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Or auby that Smile my Soul ſubdue, 
Aud indie up my Flame: anew ? 


IT. 


In vais you flirive with all your Art, 
By turns to freeze and fire my Heart : 
When I behold a Face ſo fair, 
So feet a Look, ſo ſoft an Air, 
| My raviſh'd Soul is charm'd all ver, 
I cannot love thee leſs nor more. 


| | Her the Song Pounce appears beckoning the Captain; 


Pounce, Captain, Captain. [Exit Captain. 
8 c E NE Niece's Lodgingr, two Chairs and a Table. 
Enter Aunt and Niece. 

Aunt. Indeed, Niece, I am as much overjoy'd to ſee 
your Wedding Day, as if it were my own. 


Niece, But, why muſt it be huddled up ſo? : 
Aunt. Oh, my Dear, a private Wedding is much 


better, your Mother had ſuch a buſtle at hers, with 


Feaſting and Fooling : Beſides, they did not go to Bed 


. | 'cill two in the Morning. 


Niece. Since you underſtand things ſo well I wonder 
you never married yourſelf. 


Aunt. My Dear, I was very cruel thirty Years ago, 


and no Body aſk'd me fince. 
Niece. Alas-a-day ! 


Aunt. Yet, I aſſure you, there were a great many 


{| Matches propos'd to me There was Sir Gilbert Folly, 


but he, forſooth, could not pleaſe ; he drank Ale, and 
ſmok'd Tobacco, and was no fine Gentleman, for- 
ſooth — but, then again, there was young Mr. Pere- 
grine Shapely, who had travel'd, and ho ke French and 
{mil'd at all PL ſaid; he was a fine Sen — 
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but then he was Conſumptive: And yet again, to ſee ' 
how one may be miſtaken; Sir Folly dy'd in half a 
Year, and my Lady Shapely has by that thin Slip eight | 


Children, that ſhould have been mine; but here's the 
Bridegroom. So, Couſin Humphry ! | 4 


Enter Humphry. 


Hump. Your Servant, Ladies — So, my Dear 
Niece. So, my Savage | 
Aunt. O fy, no more of that to your Huſband, 


Biddy. 


Hun. No matter, I like it as well as Duck or 
Love: I know my Couſin loves me as well as I do 
| | 
Aunt. I'll leave you together; I muſt go and get 
ready an Entertainment for you when you come 
home. 5 UL [Exit. 

Hump. Well, Couſin, are you conſtant ? Do you 
hate me ſtill ? | 

Niece. As much as ever. 

Hump. What an Happineſs it is, when People's Incli- 
nations jump? I wiſh I, knew what to do with you: 
Can you get no Body, d'ye think, to marry you ? 

Niece. Oh! Clerimont, Clerimant ! Where art thou? 

De | [ Hfede. 


Eater Aunt, and Captain Clerimont diſguis'd. 


Aunt. This, Sir, is the Lady, whom you are to 
draw You ſee, Sir, as good Fleſh and Blood as 
a Man would deſire to put in Colours —— I muſt have 


her Maiden Picture. 


Hump. Then the Painter muſt make haſte Ha, 
Couſin |! Ms | * 

Niece. Hold thy Tongue, good Savage. 

Cler. Madam, I'm generally forc'd to new- mould 
every Feature, and mend Nature's Handy-work; but 
here ſhe has made ſo finiſh'd an Original, that I deſpair 


Aunt, 
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Aunt. Do you hear that, Niece ? | 


Niece, I don't deſire you to make Graces where — 


find none. 
Cler. To ſee the difference of the Fair Sex! I 
proteſt to you, Madam, my Fancy is utterly exhauſted 


with inventing Faces for thofe that fit to me. The firſt | 
Entertainment I generally meet with, are Complaints 


for want of Sleep ; they never look'd ſo pale in their 


Lives, as when they fit for their Pitures — — 
Then ſo many Touches and Retouches, when the 
That Wrinkle ought not to have 


Face is finiſh'd 
been, thoſe Eyes are too languid, that Colour's too 
weak, that Side-look hides the ole on the left Cheek. 
In ſhort, the whole Likeneſs is ſtruck out : But in you, 


| Madam, the higheſt I.can come up to will be but rigid 


Juſtice, 

Hump. A comical Dog this1 

Aunt. Truly the Gentleman ſeems to ts his 
Buſineſs. is 

Niece. Sir, if your Pencil flatters like your "Tongue, 


you are going to draw a Picture that won't be at all like 


me. Sure I have heard that Voice ſomewhere, {[ Afe. 

Cler. Madam, be pleas'd to place yourſelf near me, 
nearer ſtill, Madam, here falls the beſt Light You 
muſt know, Madam, there are three kinds of Airs 
which the Ladies meſt delight in 
Haughty — your Mild and your Penfive Air 
The 2 may be expreſod with the Head a little 
more erect than ordinary, and the Countenance with 
a certain Diſdain in it, ſo as ihe may appear almoſt, 
bat not quite, inexorable : This kind of Air is geue- 
rally heightened with a little knitting of the Brows —— 
I gave my Lady Scornavell her choice of a dozen Frowns, 


before ſhe could find one to her liking. 


Niece, But what's the Mild Air? 
Cler. The Mild Air is compos'd of a Languiſh, and a 
Smile - But if I might adviſe, I'd rather be a Pen- 


five Beauty; the Penſive uſually feels her Pulſe, leans. 
C3 on 
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on one Arm, or fits ruminating with a Book in her 
Hand —— which Converſation ſhe is ſuppoſed to chooſe, 
rather than the endleſs Importunities of Lovers. 
Hump. A comical Dog. 
Aunt. Upon my word he underſtands his Buſineſs 
well; [I'll tell you, Niece, how your Mother was 
drawn —— She had an Orange in her Hand, and a 
Noſegay in her Boſom, but a Look ſo pure and freſt- 
colour'd, you'd have taken her for one of the Seaſons. 
| Cler. You ſeem indeed, Madam, moſt inclin'd to the 
Penſive The Penſive delights alſo in the fall 
of Waters, paſtoral Figures, or any rural View ſuita- 
ble to a fair Lady, who with a delicate Spleen has re- 
tir'd from the World, as ſick of its Flattery and Admi- 
ration. | 
Niece. No fince there is room for Fancy in a 
Picture, | would be drawn like the Amazon Tha- 
leftris, with a Spear in my Hand, and an Helmet on a 
Table before me At a diſtance behind let there 
de a Dwarf, holding by the Bridle a Milk-white Pal- 
frey | 
Cher, Madam, the Thought is full of Spirit, and if 
you pleaſe, there ſhall be a Cupid flealing away your 
Helmet, to ſhew that Love ſhould have a Part in all 
gallant Actions. 
Niece. That Circumſtance may be very Pictureſque. 
Cier. Here, Madam, ſhall be your own Picture. 
here the Palfrey, and here the Dwarf The Dwarf 
muſt be very little, or we ſhan't have room for 
him. | 
Niece. A Dwarf cannot be too little. 
Cee. I'll make him a Blackamore, to diſtinguiſh him 
from the other too powerful Dwarf — #$:g4s.] the 
C pid I'll place that beauteous Boy near you, 
'twill look very Natural — He'll certainly take 
you for his Mother Feaus. nd, 2 
MNiece. I leave theſe particulars to your own Fancy. 


Cut. 


kr, 
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 Cler. Pleaſe, Madam, to uncover your Neck a little; 
2 liule lower ſtill — a little, little lower. 

Niece. | Il be drawn thus, if you pleaſe, Sir. 
Cler. Ladies, have you heard the News of a late 
Marriage between a young Lady of a great Fortune, 


and a younger Brother of a good Family ? 


Aunt. Pray, Sir, how is it? 

Cler. This young Gentleman, Ladies, is a particular 
Acquaintance of mine, and much about my Ape, and 
Stature; (look me full in the Face, Madam) he ac- 
cidentally met the young Lady, who had in her all the 
Perfections of her Sex; (hold up your Head, Madam, 


that's right) ſhe let him know that his Perſon and 
Diſcourſe were not altogether diſagreeable to her —— 


The Difficulty was how to gain a ſecond Interview, 


(your Eyes full upon mine, Madam) for never was 


there ſuch a Sigher in all the Vallies of Arcadia, as 
_ unfortunate Youth, during the Abſence of her he 

v | 

Aunt. A-lack-a-day -— poor young Gentleman! 

Niece. It muſt be he — what a charming Amour is 
A 5 Aſidle. 

Cler. At length, Ladies, he bethought himſelf of an 
Expedient; he dreſt himſelf juſt as 1 am now, and 
came to draw her Picture, (yuur Eyes fall upon mine, 
pray, Madam.) 

Hump. A ſubtle Dog, I warrant him. 

Cler. And by that means found an Opportunity of 
carrying her off, and marrzing her. 

Aunt. Indeed your Friend was a very vicious young 
Man. | 
Niece. Yet perhaps the young Lady was not diſpleas'd 
at what he . f 4 e F 

Cler. But, Madam, what were the Tranſports of the 
Lover, when ſhe made him that Confeſſion ? I 

Nice. I dare ſay ſhe thought herſelf very happy, 
when ſhe got out of her Guardian's Hands. 


Aunt. Tis very true, Niece — There are abundance | 
of thoſe Head-flrong young Baggages about Town. 
ay | 


' Cer. 
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Cu. The Gentleman has often told me, he was 
ſtrangely ſtruck at firſt Sight; but when ſhe ſat to him 
for her Picture, and afſum'd all thoſe Graces that 


are proper for the Occaſion his Torment was ſo 
exquiſite, his Paſſion ſo violent, that he could not have 
liv'd a Day, had he not found means to make the 
Charmer of his Heart his own. 
Hump. Tis certainly the fooliſheſt thing in the World 
to ſtand ſhally-ſhally about a Woman, when one has a 
Mind to marry her. 
ier. The young Painter turn'd Poet on the Subject; 
] believe 1 have the Words by heart, 
Niece. A Sonnet | pray repeat it. 


1 


When gentle Partheniſſa walks, 
And feveetly ſmiles, and gaily Talks, 
A thouſand Shafts around her fly, 

A thouſand Savains unheeded die. 


II. 


1f them ſbe labert to be ſcen, 
With all ber killing Air and Alien 
For fo much Beauty, ſo much Art. 
Mat Jlortal can ſecure his Heart? 


Hump. I fancy if twas ſung, 'twould make a very 
pretty Catch. 5 
 Cler. My Servant has a Voice, you ſhall hear it. 
. | | Here it is ſung. 
Aunt. Why this is pretty? J think a Painter ſhould 
never-be without a good Singer - It 1 the 


Features ſtrangely — | profeſs I'm mightily pleas'd, VII 
but juſt ſtep in, and give ſome Orders, and be with 
you preſently. _ | 5 
Niece. Was not this adventurous Painter call'd 

Clerimont ? 
Cler. 


| A Painter's a very genteel Callin 
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Cler. It was Clerimont the Servant of Partheni/e 


but let me beſeech that beauteous Maid to reſolve, and 


make the Incident | feign'd to her a real one ——— 
Confider, Madam, you are environ'd by cruel and 
treacherous Guards, which would force you to à 
diſagreeable Marriage, your Caſe is exaGily the ſame 
with the Princeſs of the Leontines in Clelia. 8 


| Niece, How can we commit ſuch a Soleciſm againſt 
all Rules! What, in the firſt Leaf of our Hiſtory to 


have the Marriage ? You know it cannot be. 


Cler. The pleaſanteſt part of the Hiſtory will be after | 


Marriage. | 
Niece. No! I never yet read of a Knight that entered 


Tilt or Tournament after Wedlock — *tjs rot 


to be expected when the Huſband begins, the Hero 
encs ; all that noble Impulſe to Glory, all the genercus 
Paſſion for Adventures is conſum'd in the Nuptial 
Torch; I don't know how it is, but Mars and Hymen 
never hit it. | „ 

Hump. [ Liſtning.] Conſum'd in the Nuptial Torch! 
Mars and Hauen“ What can all this mean —— 1 am 
very glad I can hardly read —— They could never get 
theſe fooliſh Fancies into my Head 
a ſtrong Brain. [ Ae.) Hark ye Couſin, is not this 
Painter a comical Dog ? | | 

Niece. I think he's very agreeable Company = 
Hump. Why then I tell you what marry him 
He's an ingenious 
Fellow, and certainly Poor. I fancy he'd be glad on't; 
ll keep my Aunt out of the Room a Minute or two, 
that's all the Time you have to conſider [ Exit. 

Cer, Fortune points out to us this only occaſion of 
our Happineſs: Love's of Celeſtial Origin, and needs 


no long Acquaintance to be manifeſt. Lovers like 
peak by Intuition —— Their Souls are in their 


Angels 
Eyes | | 

Niece. Then 1 fear he ſees mine. [.2f.} But I can't 
think of abridging our Amours, and cutting off all far- 
ther decorations of Diſguiſe, Serenade, and Adventure, 


| had always 


5 C.. u. 


of 
_ x4 — 
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Cler. Nor would 1 willingly loſe the Merit of long 
Services, Midnight Sjghs, and plaintive Solitude 
were there not a Neceffty 2 

Niece, Then to be ſeiz d by Steakh! -: 

Cer. Why, Madam, you are a great Fortune, and 
ſhould not be married the common way. Indeed Madam, 
| pou ought to be ſton, nay, in ſtrictneſs, I don't know 
ot you ought to be raviſh'd. | 
Niece. But then our Hiſtory will be ſo ſhort. 


Cler. I grant jt, but you don't conſider there's a De- 


vice in another's leading you inftead of this Perſon that's 
to have you; and Madam, tho” our Amours can't 
furniſh out a Romance, they'll make a very pretty Novel 
Why ſmiles my Fair? 

Nice. I am almoſt of Opinion, that had Orocondates 
been as ng as Clerimont, Caſſandra had been but a 
Pocket-Book : But it looks fo ordinary, to go out at a 
Door to be married Indeed, I ought to be taken 
out of a Window, and run away with. 


Enter Humphry and Pounce. 


Hump. Well, Couſin, the Coach is at the Door. If 
you pleaſe I'll lead you. | 
' Niece. I put myſelf into your Hands, good Savage; 
but you promiſe to leave me. | 
Hump. 1 tell you plainly, you muſt not think of 
* elend Y 
Peunce. [To Cler.] You'll have nity enough to 
carry her i ; the old Fellows will be buſy with me — 
P11 gain all the Time I can, but be bold and proſper. 
Niece. Clerimont, you follow us. 1 


Cler. Upon the Wings of Love. 


ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE L 
Enter Clerimont Sen. and Fainlove. 


dur. S. THEN ſhe gave you this Letter, and bids 


you read it as a Paper of Verſes ? 
Fain. This is the Place, the Hour, the lucky Minute 
Now am I rubbing up my Memory, to re- 
collect all you ſaid to me when you firtt ruin'd me, that 
may attack her right. 
Cler. Sen. Your Eloquence would be needleſs — 'tis 
ſo unmodiſh to need Perſuaſion: Modeſty makes a Lady. 
embarras'd 
Example, [ Reading ber Cabs) « Fainlove, Ten don't 
« feem to want Wit — therefore I need Jay no more, than 
' that Diſtance to a Woman of the World is becomin "g in ko 
Man, but an Huſband: An houn hence come up the back 
« Stairs to my Cloſet. 


Adieu, Mon Mignon. 
I am glad you are punctual, I' conceal myſelf to 


obſerve your Interview Oh, Torture! but this 
Wench muſt not ſee it [Aliae. 
Fain, Be ſure you come time enough to ſave my 
Reputation. 
Cher. Sen. Remember your Orders, Diſtance becomes 
no Man. but an Huſband. 
Fain. I am glad you are in ſo good Humour on the 
Oecaſion; but you know me to be but a Bully in. 
Love, that can Bluſter only *till the Minute of En- 


gagement But PII top my Part, and form my 
Conduct by my own Sentiment IH ſhe grows 
Coy, I'll grow more Saucy - "Twas fſo-[ was 
won my ſelf, ——— 


But my Spouſe is above that, as for 


Gler. Sru. 
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Cler. Sen. Well, my dear Rival your Aſfignation 
draws nigh —— you are to put on your Tranſport, your 
Impatient throbbing Heart won't let you wait her Arri- 
val — Let the dull Family-thing and Huſband, who 
reckons his Moments by bis Cares, be content to 
wait, but you are a Gallant, aud meaſure Time by 
E xtafies. 5 | 8 
Fain. | hear her coming to your Poſt —— 
Huſband know your Duty, and don't be in the way 
when your Wife has a Mind to be in private To 
your Poſt, into the Cole- hole. 1 

Enter Mrs. Clerimont. 


Welcome my Dear, my tender Charmer 

Oh! to my longing Arms feel the Heart pat, 

that falls and riſes as you ſmile or frown ———— Oh, 
the extarick Moment! | 

I think that was ſomething like what has been ſaid 

to me. | : la. 

Mrs. Cler. Very well Fainlo u? I proteſt | value 
myſelf for my Diſcerning I knew you had 
Fire through all the _— you ſhew'd me — But 
how came you to make no direct Advances, young 
Gentleman ? — Why was I forc'd to admoniſh your 
Gallantry ? 

Fain. Why, Madam, I knew you a Woman of Breed- 
ing, and above the ſenſeleſs Niceties of an Englifs 
Wife The French way is, you are to go ſo far, 
| whether they are agreeable.or not: If you are ſo happy 

as to pleaſe, no body that is not of a conſtrain'd Be- 
haviour is at a Loſs to let you know it Beſides, 
if the humble Servant makes the firſt Approaches, he 
| has the Impudence of making a Requeſt but not the 
Honour of obeying a Command. 

Mrs. Cler. Right —— a Woman's Man ſhould conceal 
Paſſion in a familiar Air of Indifference — now there's 
Mr. Clerimont; | can't allow him the leaſt Freedom, 
but the unfaſhionable Fool grows ſo fond of me, he 
Cannot hide it in Publick ——— 


| Fa:s. 
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- Fain. Ay, Madam, I have often wonder'd at your 
Ladyſhip's Choice of one that ſeems to have ſo little 
of the bean monde, in his Carriage, but juſt what you 
force him to while there were fo many pretty 
Gentlemen —— ——— | Dancing. 
Mrs, Chr. O young Gentleman, you are mightily 
miſtaken, if you think ſuch Animals as you, and pretty 
Beau Titmou/e, and pert Billy Butterfly, tho' I ſuffer you 
to come in, and play about my Rooms, are any ways 
in competition with a Man whoſe Name one would 
wear. 1 | 
Fain. Oh Madam ! then I find we are 
M... Cier. A Woman of Senſe muſt have reſpeR for 
a Man of that Character; but alas! Reſpect — What 
is Reſpe& ? Reſpect is not the thing — Reſpet 
has ſomething too ſolemn for ſoft Moments ——— You 
* are more proper for Hours of Dalliance. 
Cier 
Lady! 


. Sen, | pecping.] How have I wrong'd this fine 
y! - | find I am to be a Cuckold out of 
her pure Eſteem for me. | 2 

Mrs. Cler. Beſides thoſe Fellows for whom we have 

Reſpe&, have none for us: I warrant on ſuch an occafion 
Clerimont would have ruffled a Woman out of all Form, 
while you — — 
Cler. Sen. A good hint —— now my Cauſe comes 
On. A | Ade. 
Fain. Since then you allow us fitter for ſoft 8 x 
why do we miſemploy em? Let me kiſs that beauteous 
Hand, and claſp that graceful Frame. 

Mrs. Chr. How, Fainkwve! What, you don't defign 
to be impertinent But my Lips have a certain 
Roughneſs on 'em to day, han't they ? 

Fain. | Kiffing.) No they are all Softneſ _— 
Their delicious Sweetneſs is inexprefiible =——— Here 
Language fails Let me applaud thy Lips not by the 
Utterance but by the Touch of Mine. 


Enter Clerimont Sen. drawing his Sword. 


Cler. Sen. Ha, Villain! Raviſber! Invader of my Bed 
and Honour ! draw, 125 Mr:, 


) 
| b 
- 
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Mr.. Cler. What means this Inſolence this In- 
truſion into my Privacy? What, do you come into my 
very Cloſet without knocking ? Who put this into your 

Cler. Sen. My Injuries have alarm'd me, and I'll bear 
no longer, but ſacrifice your Bravado, the Author of 
'em. PIT 
Mrs. Cler. O poor Mr. Fain/ove 


How could you, if you might? Oh! the ſweet Youth ! 
What, fight Mr. Fainiove? What will the Ladies 
ſay ? 


Fain. Let me come at the Intruder on Ladies private 


Hours The unfaſhionable Monfter I' 
prevent all future [nterruption from him — Let 
me come [Drawing his Sword. 


Mrs. Cler. O the brave pretty Creature! Look at 


bis Youth and Innocence —- He is not made fer 
| ſuch rough Encounters ——— Stand behind me 


Poor Fainleve ? There is not a Viſit in Town, 
Sir, where you ſhall not be diſplay d at full length for 
this Intrufion I baniſh you for ever from my 
Sight and Bed. : 


Cler. Sen. I obey you, Madam, for diftance is be- 
coming in no Man but an Huſband [Giving her the 


Letter which ſhe reads, and falls into a Sewoon.] I've gone 
too far 


—— [kiſfing ber.] The Impertinent was guilty 
of nothing but what my Indiſcretion led her to 
This is the firſt Kiſs I've had theſe fix Weeks ———— 
but ſhe awakes — | 

Well, Jenny, you topp'd your part, indeed Come 
to my Arms thou ready willing Fair One — Thou batt 


no Vanities, no Niceties ; but art thankful for every In- 
| Rance of Love that I beſtow on thee 


[ Embracing ber. 


Mrs. Cler. What, am I then aboard ? Is it a Wench 


then of his? Oh me! Was ever poor abus'd Wiſe, poor 


innocent Lady thus injur'd ! N 
: [ Runs and ſeizes Fainlove's Savord. 
: | Cler ». Y E. 


Muſt be die 
for his Complaiſance, and innocent Freedoms with me? 


mn 


kd ow two « Tt i... to aw—c a . 


a U uw 


0 „ I. 
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Cler. Sen. Oh the brave pretty Creature —— Hurt 
Mr. 1 Look at his Fl. his Innocence —— 
Ha! ha | | Int . 

Fain. Have a Care, have a Care, dear OE: 
by myſelf ſhe'll have no Mercy. | | 

Mrs. Cler. 1'll be the Death of her let me come 
on Stand from between us, Mr. Clerimont 
I would not hurt you. Iesbing and crying. 
ier. Sen. Run, run, Jenny, [Exit Jenny. 


[ Looks at her upbraidingly before he ſpeaks. 


Well, Madam, are theſe the innocent Freedoms you 
claim'd of me? have I deſerv'd this ? How has there 
been a Moment of yours ever interrupted with the real 
Pangs I ſuffer? The daily Importunities of Creditors, 
who become ſo by ſerving your profuſe Vanities: Did 
I ever murmur at ſupplying any of your Diverſions, 
while I believ'd 'em (as you call 'em) harmleſs ? Muſt then 
thoſe Eyes that us'd to glad my Heart with their familiar 
Brightneſs, hang down with Guilt ? Guilt has transform'd 
thy whole Perſon; nay, the very memory of it ——— 
Fly from my growing Paſſion. | 


Mrs. Cler. I cannot fly nor bear it— Oh! look not 


Cler. Sen. What can you ſay ? ſpeak quickly, 
” IO ering to draw. 
Mrs. Cler. I never ſaw you mov'd before — Don't 
murder me impenitent; I'm wholly in your Power as a 
Criminal, but remember I have been io in a tender 
Regard. | 


Cler. Sen. But how have you conſider d that Regard ? 


Mrs. Cler. Is't poſſible you can forgive what ycu 
enſnar'd me into? —— Oh, look at me kindly — You 
know I have only err'd in my Intention, nor ſaw my 
Danger, till, by this honeſt Art, you had ſhown me 
what 'tis to venture to the utmoit Limit of what is 
lawful. You laid that Train, I'm ſure, to alarm, not 


to betray, my Innocence — Mr. Clerimout ſcorns 
ſuch Baſeneſs ! Therefore I kneel — I weep, lam 
[ Kneels, 


convinc d. | 
[Cler. Sen. takes her up embraci ng her, 


{ 


To 
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Cler. Sen. Then kneel, and weep no more 


ive you the leaft Compunction Be in Humour — 
Fe ſhall be your own Fault, if ever there's a ſerious Word 
more on this Subject. | 


© Mrs, Cler. I muſt correct every Idea that riſes in my 


Mind, and learn every Geſture of my Body anew —— 


I deteſt the thing I was. 


Cler. Sen. No, no — You muſt not do ſo —— Our 


Joy and Grief, Honour and Reproach, are the ſame; you 


muſt ſlide out of your Foppery by degrees, ſo that it 
may appear your own Act. 
Mrs. Cler. But this Wench ! 


Cler. Sen. She is already out of your Way- You 


ſhall ſee the Cataſtrophe of her Fate yourſelf —DP But 
ſtill keep up the fine Lady till we go out of Town — 
You may return to it with as decent Airs as you pleaſe 


And now [I have ſhown you your Error, I'm in ſo 


good Humour as to repeat you a Couplet on the Occa- 


fion c | 

| They only who gain Minds, true Laurels awear : 

Ji leſs to conquer, than convince, the Fair. [Exec 

| Enter Pounce avith Papers. 

I Table, Chairs, Pen, Ink and Paper.] 
Pounce. Tis a Delight to gall theſe old-Raſcals, and 

ſet 'em at variance about Stakes which I know neither 
of em will ever have Poſſeſſion of. MW 

| Enter Tipkin and Sir Harry. 


| Tip. Do you deſign, Sir Harry, that they ſhall have an 
Eſtate in their own Hands, and keep Houſe themſelves, 
poor Things ? 


Sir Har. No, no, Sir, I know better; they ſhall go 
down into the Country, and live with me, not touch a 


Farthing of Money, but having all Things neceſſary 
— they ſhall go tame about the Houſe, and 


Tips 


my 
PFairefl———my reconciPd ! — -— Be ſo in a Moment, 
for know 1 cannot (without wringing my own Heart) 
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Tip. Well, Sir Harry, then conſidering that all hu- 
man Things are ſubject to change, it behoves every Man 
that. has a juſt Senſe of Mortality, to take care of his 
Money. 

Sir Har. I don't know what you mean, Brother——— 
What do you drive at, Brother? 

Tip. This Inſtrument is executed by you, your Son, 
and my Niece, which diſcharges me of all Retroſpects. 

Sir Har. It is confeſs'd, Brother; but what then? — 

Tip. All that remains is, That you pay me for the 
young Lady's Twelve Years Board, as alſo all other 
Charges, as wearing Apparel, &c. Ls 

Sir Har. What is this you ſay ? Did I give you my 
Diſcharge from all Retroſpe&s, as you call it, and after 
all do you come with this and t'other, and all that? I 
find you are, I tell you, Sir, to your Face, I find-you 
are | | 

Tip. I find too what you are, Sir Harry. 

Sir Har. What am I, Sir? Whatam I? 

Tip. Why, Sir, you are angry. | | 
Sir Har. Sir I ſcorn your Words, I am not angry 
Ir. Poznce is my Witneſs, I am as gentle as a Lamb 
— Would it not make any Fleſh alive angry, to ſee a cloſe 
Hunks come after all with a Demand of — 

Tip. Mr. Pounce, pray inform Sir Harry in this Point. 

Pounce. Indeed, Sir Harry, I muſt tell you plainly, that 
Mr. Tip4:n, in this, demands nothing but what he may 
recover — For tho' this Caſe may be confider'd Multi- 
fariam; that is to ſay, as tis uſually, commonly, Vicatim, 
or vulgarly expreſs'd Yet, I &. when we only ob- 
ſerve, that the Power is ſettled as the Law requires, 4/- 
ſenſu Patris, by the Conſent of the Father — That Cir- 
cumſtance imports you are well acquainted with the 
Advantapes which accrue to your Family, by this Alliance, 
which corroborates Mr. Tip4in's Demand, and avoids all 
Objections that can be made. 5 

Sir Har. Why then I find you are his Adviſer in all 
this 
Douce. Look ye, Sir Harry, to ſhow you I love to pro- 


mote 
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mote among my Clients a gaod Underſtanding ; tho' 
Mr. Tip4tin may claim Four Thouſand Pound, I'll engage 
for him, and I know him ſo well, that he ſhall take 
three thouſand nine hundred and ninety eight Pound, four 
Shillings, and eight Pence Farthing. 
Tip. Indeed, Mr. Pearce, you are too hard upon me. 
| Pounce. You muſt conſider a little, Sir Harry is your 
Brother. 

Sir Har. Three thouſand nine hundred and ninety eight 
Pound, four Shillings, and eight Pence Farhing!- For 
what I ſay ? For what, Sir? 
 Paeunce. For what, Sir! For what ſhe wanted, Sir, a 
ine Lady is always in want, Sir — Her very Clothes 
would come to that Money in half the time. 

Sir Har. Three thouſand nine hundred and ninety eight 
Pound, four Shillings and eight Pence Farthing for 
rg Pray how many Suits does ſhe wear out in a 

ear ? | 

Pounce. Oh, dear Sir, a fine Lady's Clothes are not old 
by being worn, but by being ſeen. 

Sir Har, Well, I'll ſave her Clothes for the future, 
after I have got her into the Country — I'll warrant ber 
ſhe ſhall not appear more in this wicked Town, where 
Clothes are worn out by Sight —— And as to what you 
demand, I tell you, Sir, tis Extortion. 

Tip. Sir Harry, do you accuſe me of Extortion ? 

Sir Har. Ves, I fay Extortion. 

Tip. Mr. Pownce write down that — There are very 
2 Laws provided againſt Scandal and Calumny — 

oſs of Reputation may tend to Loſs of Money 

Pounce. Item, For having accus'd Mr. Tiphin of Extortion. 

Sir Har. Nay, if you come to your [tems — Look ye 
Mr. Tip4in, this is an Inventory of ſuch Goods as were 
left to my Niece Bridget by her deceas'd Father, and 
which I expect ſhall be forth- coming at her Marriage to 
my Son —— | ; 

Imprimis, A golden Locket of her Mother's with ſome- 
thing very ingevious in Latis on the inſide of it — 


lien, 
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Item, A couple of Muſquets with two Shoulder-beits 
and Bandeliers, 


Item, A large Silver Caudle- Cup, with a true — 
engraven on it. 

Pounce. But, Sir Harry — - 

Sir Har. Item, A Baſe-Viol with almoſt all the — 
to it, and only a ſmail hole on the Back. 

Pounce. But nevertheleſs, Sir 

Sir Har. This is the Furniture of my Brother's Bed- 
chamber that follows A Suit of Tapeliry Hangings, 
with the Story of Judith and Holefernes, torn only where 
the Head ſhould have been off - an old Bedſted curiouſly 
wrought about the Poſts, conſiſting of two Load of 
Timber. A Hone, a Baſon, three Razors, and a Comb- 
caſe — Look ye, Sir, you ſee I can Hes it. 

Pounce. Alas, Sir Harry, if you had ten Quire of Items, 
'tis all anſwer'd in the Word RetroſpeR. 

Sir Har. Why then, Mr. Pounce and Mr. Tiphin, you are 
both Raſcals. 

Tip. Doyou call me Raſcal, Sir Harry ? 


Sir Har. Yes, Sir. 
1 Write it down, Mr. Pounce———at the end of the 


Sir Har. If you have room, Mr. Pounce — Put down | 
Villain, Son of a Whore, Curmudgeon, Hunks, and 
Scoundrel. 

Tip. Not fo faſt, Sir Harry, he cannot write ſo faſt, 
you are at the Word Villain—Son of a Whore, I take 
it. was next ————— You may make the Account as 
large as you pleaſe Sir Harry. 

Sir Har. — come, I won't be us'd thus _—— 
Hark ye, Sirrah, draw What do you do at this end 
of the Town without a Sword ? Draw, I fay — 


Tip. Sir Harry, you are a Military Man, a Colonel of 
the Militia. 


Sir Har. | am ſo, Sirrah, and will run ſuch an Ex- 


tortin as you throu h the Guts, to ſhow the 
Militiz ＋ *. * G 


Pounce. Oh dear, Oh dear! How am 1 con- 
cern'd 
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cern'd to ſee Perſons of your Figure thus movdqↄ q- 
The Wedding is coming in ————— We'll ſettle theſe 
things afterwards. : 
Tip. I am calm. 
Sir Har. Tipkin, live theſe two Hours — but expect 


Eater Humphry leading Niece, Mrs. Clerimont /ed by 
Fainlove, Capt. Clerimont and Clerimont Sen. 


Pounce, Who are theſe ? Hey-day, who are theſe, Sir 
Harry! Ha! x 

Sir Har. Some Frolick, tis Wedding-day ——— no 
matter. 
Hump. Haw, haw; Father Maſter Uncle — 
Come, you muſt ſtir your Stumps, you muſt Dance —— 
Come, old Lads, kiſs the Ladies ——— 

Mrs. Cleor. Mr. Tiptin, Sir Harry, — I beg Pardon 
for an Introduction ſo mal-a-propos I know 
ſudden Familiarity is not the EAgι way—————Alas, 
Mr. Gzb6in, this Father and Uncle of yours muſt be new 
modell'd — How they ſtare both of them 

Sir Har. Hark ye, Numps, who is this you have brought 
hither ? is it not the famous fine Lady Mrs. Clerimont — 
What a Pox did you let her come near your Wife? 

Hump, Look ye, don't expoſe yourſelf, and play ſome 
mad Country Prank to diſgrace me before her — I ſhall 
de lavgh'd at, becauſe ſhe knows I underſtand better. 

Mrs. Cler. ] congratulate, Madam, your coming out 
of the Bondage of a Virgin State —— A Weman can't 
do what ſhe will properly till ſhe's marry'd. 

Sir Har. Did you hear what lhe ſaid to your Wife! 


Enter Aunt before a Service of Difoes. 


Aunt. So, Mr. Bridegroom, pray take that Napkin, 
and ſerve your Spouſe to day, according to Cuſtom. 

Hump. Mrs. Clerimont, pray know my Aunt. 

Mrs. Cler. Madam, I muſt beg your Pardon; I can't 
poſſibly like all that vaſt Load of Meat that you are 
ſending in to Table — beſides tis fo offenſively ſweet, 
it wants that Haut-gont we are ſodelighted with in yy 

unt. 
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Aunt. You'll pardon it, ſince we did not expect you. 
Who is this ? 2 
Mrs. Cler. Oh, Madam, I only ſpeak for the future, 
little Sawcers are ſo much more polite Look ye 
I'm perfectly for the French way, whene'er I'm admit- 
ted, I take the whole upon me. 4 
Sir Har. The French, Madam, — Id have you 
to know : 
Mrs. Cler. You'll not like it at firſt, out of a natural 
Engliſh Sullenneſs, but that will come upon you by de- 
—— When I firſt went into France, I was 
mortally afraid of a Frog, but in a little time I cou'd eat 
nothing elſe, except Sallads. ER 
Aunt. Eat Frogs! have I kiſs'd one that has eat Frogs 
Paw ! Paw! | 
Mrs. Cler. Oh, Madam ———— Frog and a Sallad 
are delicious Fare tis not long come up in France 
itſelf, but their Glorious Monarch has introduced the 
Diet which makes em ſo Spiritual He eradicated 
all groſs Food by Taxes, and for the Glory of the Mo- 
narch ſent the Subject a grazing ; but I fear I defer the 
Entertainment and Diverſion of the Day. | 
Hump. Now Father, Uncle — before we go any fur- 
ther, I think tis neceſſary we know who and who's to- 
gether — then I give either of you two Hours to gueſs 
which. is my Wife And *tis not my Couſin —— fo 
far I'll tell you. EET 
Sir Har. How ! What do you ſay? But oh! — you 
mean ſhe is not your Couſin now — ſhe's nearer a-kin, 


that's well enough—Well ſaid Num: Ha, ha, ha ! 
Hump. No, I don't mean ſo, I tell you I don't mean 
ſo = My Wife hides her Face under her Hat. 
[ All looking at Fainlove. 
” i Tp. What does the Poppy mean? His Wife under aHat! 
Hump. Ay, ay, that's ſhe, that's ſhe = a good 
nt Jeſt faith | 


re . . Har. Hark ye, Numps—what doſt mean, Chi 

et, I that a Woman, and are you really matry'd to her ? 

- Hump. I am ſure of both, 5 
N ir 


* 
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Sir Har. Are you ſo, Sirrah ? then, Sirrah, this is your 
Wedding-dinner, Sirrah, —— Do ye ſee, Sirrah, 
Here's Roaſt-meat. ; 
Hump. Oh ho! what, beat a marry'd Man ! Hold him, 
Mr. Clerimont, Brother Peunce, Mr. Wife ; No Body 


ſtand by a marry'd Man! | 
= n fg behind Fainlove. 
Sir Har. Did not the ſay, er Poxnce ? what, 
is this Mrs. Rage This Madam Clriment! Who 
the Devil are you all, but eſpecially who the Devil are 
you too ? | 

 [ Beats Humphry and Fainlove off the Stage, following. 
£ ip. [ Aldi.] Maſter Pounce, all my Niees's Fortune LM 
be demanded now for I ſuppoſe that Red Coat has her 

— Don't you think you and | had better break ? 


Peunce. You may as ſoon as you pleaſe, bat tis my | 


Intereſt to be honeſt a little longer. 
Tip. Well, Biddy, fince you would not accept of your 
Coufin, I hope you han't diſpoſed of yourſelf elſewhere. 
Niece. If you'll for a little while ſuſpend your Curioſity, 
you ſhall have the whole Hiſtory of my Amour to this 


my Nuptial-day, under the Title of the Loves of Cleri- 


mont, and Partheniſſa. 


Tip. Then, Madam, your Portion is in ſafe Hands— 


Clir. Come, come, old Gentleman, tis in vain to 
contend ; here's honeſt Mr. Pouxce ſhall be my Engineer, 
and I warrant you we beat you out of all your Holds — 
Aunt. What then, is Mr. Peusce a Rogue? he mull 
have ſome Trick, Brother, it cannot be; he muſt have 

cheated t'other fide, for Pm ſure he's honeſt. 
| to Tipkin. 


Cler. Sen. Mr. Pounce, all your 2 of this 
Lady, ſhe has honeſtly put into my hands, and I'll return 
it her, at this Lady's particular Requeſt. [To Pounce. 
Peunce. And the thouſand Pounds you promis d in your 
Brother's Behalf, I'm willing ſhould be hers alſo. 

Chr. Then go in, and bring em all back to make the 
beſt of an ill Game, we'll eat the Dinner and have a Danc 
together, or we ſhall tranſgreſs all Form. 1 


the AccomPLisn'd Fools. 71 


Re-enter Fainlove, Humphry, and Sir Harry. 


Sir Har. Well, ſince you ſay you are worth ſomething, 
and the Boy has ſet his Heart upon you, I'll have patience 
till I ſee further. ; 

Pownce. Come, come, Sir Harry, you ſhall find my 
Alliance more confiderable than you imagine, the Pounce's 
are a Family that will always have Money, if there's any 
in the World ———— Come, Fiddles. | 


DANCE here. 


Cler. You've ſeen th Extremes of the Domeſtick Life. 
A Son too much confin'd too free a Wife; 
4 Bonds you either ſhou'd reſtrain, 

And only on their Inclinations gain; 
Wives to obey mult love, Children revere, 
While only Slaves are govern'd by their Fear. 


EP. 


E PIL O Gu E, 
Spoken by Mr. Es TœOURT. 
TD Ritons, <uho conffan War, with fafions Rage, ! 


For Liberty againſt each other auage, 

From Foreign Inſult ſave this Englith Stage. 
No more ib Italian /qualiing Tribe admit, 
In Tongues unknoqun ; "tis | own in Wit. . 
The Songs ( their ſelves confeſs ) from Rome they bring, 
And tis High Maſs, for ought- you know they fing. | 
Huſbands take care. the Danger may come nigher, 
The Women ſay their Eunuch is a Friar, | 


But is it not a ſerious Ill to fee 
Europe”: great Arbiters /o mean can be ; 
Paſſive, with an affected Jey to fit, 
| Suſpend their native Tafle of Manly Mit; 
Neglect their Comic Humour, Tragick Rage, 
Fer known Defedts of Nature, and of Age? 
Ariſe for Same, ye Conqu'ring Britons riſe; © 
Such unadorn'd Effeminacy aeſpiſe; 
Admire ( if you will dote on foreign Wit) 
Not what Italians Sing, but Romans Mrit. 
So ſhall leſs Wirks, ſuch as To-nigbi's flight Play, 
At your Command with Juſtice die away ; | 
Jill then forgive your Writers, that cat bear 
Yeu ſhou'd ſuch Tramontanes appear, 
The Nations, which contemn you, to revere. 
Let Anna's Soil be knowniifor all its Charms ; 
A. fam d for Lib'ral Scientely as Arms : 
Let thoſe Derifion meet, whoſwrould Advance 
Manners, or Speech, from Italy or France. 
Let them learn Yeu, who wou'd your Fawour find, 
And Engliſ be the Language of Mankind, 
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Dramatis Perſon. 


MEN, 
LD Bookwit. Captain Grifiz. 
Young Bookwit. Mr. Wilks. 
Lovemore, | Mr. Mills. 
Frederick, Mr. Toms. 
Latioe, Mr. Cibber. 
Storm. | Mr. Pinkethman, 
Charcoal, Mr. Bullock. 
WOMEN. 

Penelope. Mrs. Rogers. 
Victoria. Mrs. Oldfeld. 
Betty. & Mrs. Cox. 
Lettice, Mrs. Lucas. 


C onſlables, Watch, 7 * E ine and Le 
| Goal-bird;. 


SCENE, LONDON. 


.-. u. Roof Woolf .- fax. 


PROLOGUE. 


FL L the commanding Powers that awe Mankind 


Are in a trembling Peet's Audience join'd, 
Where ſuch bright Galaxies of Beauty fit, 
And at their Feet aſſembled Men of Wit: 
Our Author therefore owns his deep Deſpair 
To entertain the Learned or the Fair; 


Ter hopes that bath will fo much be his Friends; 


To pardon what he does, for what intends ; 
He aims to make the coming Action move 
On the dread Laws of Friendſpip and of Love; 
Sure then hell find but very few ſevere, 
Since there's of both ſo many Objects here. 
He offers no groſs Vices to your Sight, 

Thoſe too much Horror raiſe fer juſt Delight; © 
And to detain th attentive knowing Ear, 
_ Pleaſure muſt ſtill have ſomething that's ſevere. 
If then you find our Author treads the Stage, 
With juſt regard to a reforming Age; 


He hopes, he humbly hopes, you'll think there's die 


Mercy to him, for Juſtice done to jeu. 


A's 


E PI- 


CO Ne · dodge. & f. Au ENS 


r. 


0 if * tco aduwent'rous aller Jear'd 3 
 Alowe the litthe Praiſe, Mirth to excite, 

{14 2 5 2 275 Pity ts chaſtije Delight, 

Fer [ wr patch a dierte Paſſion, Lora 

< WF ſad len Saf Flleem, and fuddin Scern; | 

Which cxbon "tis der, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, 

Por! en thet mov'd it, and themſelves, deſpiſe c 

s 21, by ecnoroas Pity of a painted Il ce 

Makes us ourjeives both more approve and know. 

What is that Truth within, which Nature gave 

fer Ilan, to Man, &er Furtune made a Slawe ? 

Cure it deſcends fi em that dread Pareer alone 


15 levels Thunder from his awful Throke, 


And ſe ales both IWorlds———yet hears the Wretchd | 


87 Ce. 
"Tis cobat the ancicut Sage C01: Id 1 ne er define, 


HH ender'a 
Tis that Jars Jay, which guardian Angels knoxwy 
When times) they It their Care below ; | 
When they the Gocd protest, the Ill epjoje ; 
* [is what our Sovereign feels, auben jhe beflorur, 
Which gi ves her glorious Cauſe ſuch high duccthi, 
That only on the — you fee Diſtreſs, 


and call Fx > Part human, Part divine: 


T HE 


LYING LOVER. 
Ar. S8 eEN ER I 
SCENE, &. FJaues's Park. 

Omer Iburg Bock wit and Latino. 


LAT IVI 


UT have you utterly left Or? 
#3 F. B:a#. For ever, Sir, for ever; my father 


his given me lezve to come to tow rp, and [ 
dor't queſtion but will let my return be in my own 
choice—But, Jack, you know we were talxing in 
Maudline walks lalt week of tne neceſſity, in iatri- 
gues, of a faithful, yet a pratirg {:rvant— We aꝑrred 
3 to calt lots who ſhould be the other's ſoot - 
man for the preſent expeditior— Fortune, that's always 
blicd, gave me the ſuperiority. 

Lat. She ſhall be cali'd no more fo, for that ore ac- 
tion: and I am, Sir, in a literal ſente, your very humble 
{ervant— 

7. Bok. Begin then the duty of an uſeful valet, 
and flatter me egreviouil; —tlas the fello fitted me? 
How 1s my manner? my mien? Dol move freely? 
Have I kicked off the trammels of a gown ? Oc 
does not the tail on't ſeem ſtill tuck'd unJer my 
arm, where my hat is? with pert ju forward, and 
little hitch in my gait like a ſcholaitick beau? ?— This 
Wig, I fear looks like a cap. 

Lat. No, faith, it looks like a cap a gowa 
too ? tho? at the fame time you look as if you ne'er 
had worn cithe— . 

Z. Beo“ But my ſword does it hang careleſs ?—Jo 
I look bold, negligent, and erect ? that is, do | look 
zs if I coald kill a man without being out of humour ? 


A 4 J hor- 


The LyING Loves: or, 
i horribly miſtruſt myſelf—Am I military enough in 
my air? I fancy people ſee 1 underſtaad Greek. 
Don't | pore a little in my viſage ?—Han't I a cown 
bobkiſh lou: ? a wiſe ſadneſs f—I don't look gay 
enough and unthinking, I fancy. 

Lat. J proteſt you wrong yourſelf : — You look very 
briſc, and very ignorant. | 

Y. Book. Oh fie—l am afraid you flatter me. 

Lat. I don't indeed—1'!l be hang'd if my tutor would 
know either of u:—But, good maſter, to what uſe do 
you deſign to put the noble arts and ſciences he taught 
u.—The conduct of our lives, the government of 
our paſſions, were bis daily talk to us, good man? 

7. Beet. Good man? Why Tl ob:y his precepts, 
but abridge *em—PFor as he uſed to advife me, Pl! 
contract my thought:—as I' tell you, Fack—Fcr the 
paſſions, I'll turn them all into that one dear paſſiou, 
love; and when that's the only torture of my heart, 
I'll give that tortured heart quite away, deny there's 
any ſuch thing as pain, and turn Sie a ſhorter way 
than e'er thy tutor taught thee—This is the new philo- 
19phy, yoa Rogue you 

Lat. Bat you would not in earneſt be thought wholly 
illiterste? | | 

J. 5:04. No; for as when I walk, I'd have you know 
by my motion I can dance; fo when I ſpeak I'd have 
you fee I read—yet would ordinarily neither cut capers, 
nor talk ſentences—But you prate as if I came to 
town to get an employment;—No; hang buſineſs — 
hang care, let it live and proſper among the men— 
1'il ne'er go near the ſolema ugly things again—l'il keep 
company with none but Ladies—bright Ladie:— Oh 
London! London! Oh Woman! Woman! I am come 
where thou liveſt, where thou ſhineſt. 1 
Lat. Hey-day ! why, were there no women in Ox- 
ford ? 5 5 
Z. Book. No, no; why, do you think a bed-maker's 
a woman? | | | | 

Lat. Yes, and thought you kilew it. 

T. Book, No, no, *tis no ſuch thing—As he that is 
| Hot honeſt or brave is no man; ſ6 ſhe that is not witty 
or fair is no woman—No, no, 7ack—to come vp to that 

| high 
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high name, and object of defire—$he muſt be gay and 
chaſte, ſhe muſt at once attract, and baniſh you don't 
know how to expreſs myſell— but a woman methinks 
is a being between us and angels—She has ſome hing 
in her that at the ſame gives awe and invitation; and 1 
ſwear to you I was never out on't yet—But 'I always 
| Judged of men, as I obferved they judged of women: 
there is nothing ſhews a man ſo much as the object of 
his affections But what do you ſlare at ſo conſiderately? 

Lat. Faith, Sir, I am wondering at yor—how *tis 
poſſible you could be ſo janty a town-ſpark in a mo- 
ment, and have fo eaſy a behaviour—I look methinks to 
you, as if I were really your footman | 
T. Book. Why, if you'ie ſerious in what you ſay—T. 
owe it wholly to the indulgence of an excellent father, 
in whoſe company I was always free, and uncon- 
ſtrain'd—But what's this to ladies, Zack, to ladies— 
I was going to tell you I had ſtudy'd 'em, and know ts 
how to make my approaches to em by contemplating f 
their frame, their inmoſt temper—l don't ground my 

hopes on the ſcandalous tales and opinions your wild 
fellows have of em Fellows that are but mere bodies 
Machines which at beſt can but move grace full) No, 
I draw my pretences from philoſophy, from nature 

Lat, You'll give us by and by a lecture over your 

| miſtreſs: you can diſſect her. ” 

T. Book. That I can indeed, and have ſo accurately 
obſerved on woman, that I can know her mind by her 
eye, as well as her doctor ſhall her health by her 
pulſe—I can read approbation through a glance of 
diſdain—Can ſee when the Soul is divided by a {park- 
ling tear that twinkles and betrays the heart; a [parl- 
ling tear's the dreſs and livery of Jove— Of love 

made up of hope, and fear, of joy and grief.— | 

Lat. But what have the wars to do with all this? Why 
mult you needs commence ſoldier all of a judcen? 

J. Book. Were't not a taking compliment with my 
college face and phraſe t'accoſt a lady—Madam, I bring 
your lady ſnip a learned hett, one nev/ly come from ihs 
Univerſity—If you want definitions, axioms, and argu- 
ments, I am an able ſchool-man— l have read 4rifotle 
twice over, compared his jarring commentators too, ex- 
amined all the famous peripateticks, know where the 
: . dcotiſts 


20 -- The LVO Loves : vr, 


Scoiils and the Nominals differ: This certainly muſt 
needs enchant a Lady. 

Lat. This is too much on th' other file. 

J. Bo:k. The name of a ſoldier bids you better wel- 
et me: »Tis valour and feats done in the field a man 
ſaculd be cried up for—nor is't io hard to atChieve. 

Lat. The fame of it, you mean 

Z. Beck, Yes; and that will ferve—'Tis but looking 
big, bragging with an esſy grace, ard conſidently 
mullering up an hundred hard names they underitand 
r.0:: Thunder out Iller Oy Catinat, and Beufflers; ſpeak 
cf ſtrange towns and caiiles, whole barbarous names, 
the Earſher they're to the car, the rarer and more tak- 
| irg—Sull running over lines, trenches, outworks, coun- 
tei ſcarpe, and forts, citadels, mines, countermines, 
pickerring, pionecrs, centinels, pa:rclcs, and others, 
without ſen e or order, that matters not, the women are 
amaz'd, they admire to hear you rap 'em out ſo readily; 
end MANY & ORC that went no farther ſor't, retailing 
handſomely ſome warlke terms, paſles for a brave fel- 
low—Don't itand gaping, but live and learn, my lad 
I can tell thee ten thouſand arts, to make thee known 
ard valued in thcſe regions of wit and gallantry, the 
Park; the play houſe— 

Lot. Now you put me in mind where we are—What 
h:iewe to do tee thus early—nrow there's no company? 

7, Peri. Oh! Sir, I have put on fo much of the ſol- 
d'c er wil th my red ca”, that I came here Yobſerre the 
grour em to engage up zn Here muſt I act, I know, 
icme 5 e:'s part, and therefore cane to view this plea- 
ſant wilt] privately rambled to toon leſt Nowember— 
Mere, ay Eeic—i ſtood and guz'd at bigh Mall, ull I 
toiget *.was winter, ſo mary pretty {L.c's marched by 
me- Oh to ſce the dear things tri, trip along, and 
brea.-he (o ſhort, nipt with the ſeaſor * ſa the very 
air out without furce leave their d2ir lips —Oh] they 
were intelerab'y handſome. 

Las. Y u'll fee, pehape, ſuch ro-Cay—by wy, tf to 
teme at 15 1 .— | 

F. Bet. Ay, egy it, how to c<me at e 

Lat. Are you gen:rovws ? 

1, B:ck, I link I: m n 3 
Lat. 
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Lat. You muſt entertain them high, ard bribe al 
about em. They talk of Ovid, and bis art of loving, 
be liberal anJ you outdo his precepti—The art of love, 
fir, is the art of giving—Be free to women, they'll be 
free to you; not ev ty open handed fellow hits it neither. 
Some give by! lap-fuls, and yet ne er oblige, The man- 
ner you know of doing a thing is more chan the thir 
itſell Some drop a jewel, which would have been re- 
ſuſed if bluntly offered. 

T. Beet. Some loſe at play what they defign a pre ſen 

Lat. Right—the {kill is to be generous, and — 
not to know it of yourſelf, tis done with ſo much eaſe; 
but a liberal blockhead preſents his miſtreſs as he d give 
an alis. 

Y. Bock, Leave ſoch blockheads to their deſerved ill 
fortune — Lell me if thou know'ſt theſe ladies? 

Lat. No, not I, fir, they are above an academick con- 
verſe many degrees—l've ſeen ten thoufand verſes writ 
in the Univerſity on wenches not it to be either of their 
| handmai6s—l never ſpoke to ſuch a fine thing as either 
in all my whole liſe— 'm dowr.right aſleep ofa den 
] mult fall back, and glad it is my place to do ſo: yet 
] can get you intelligence n to the ſoot:man. 

J. Beck, Do you thinle he'll tell ? 

Lat He would not to you perks pro——det to 2 | bro- 
ther ſootman Do you but liſten at the entrance of the 
ma'l at noon, and you'll have all the Ladies characters 
in t wn among the lacqueys— You know all fame 
b: gias from our domeſtic k- 5 

7. Bot. That was a wiſe man's obſcrvation—PFollow 
hig, and know whit you can. Exit Latine. 

Euter | *enclope, Victoria, Simon ond Lettice. 
Pen. A walk rourd would be too much for us—wxe'll 
keep the Mall Bat to our talk mat confeſs I have 
terrors waen I think of marrying Lowenmore + he is in- 
deed a man of an honeſt charater—ke has my good 
opinion, but love does not alw2ys t How the nt—he is ſo 


wWiſe a fellow, always ſo precisely in t! * right, fo obſerv- 


ing and ſo jealous—be's blame indeed, but nat to be 
commended : what good he has, has no grace in't: he's 
one of thoſe who's never highly mov'd, except to an- 
i me a nien that has g-ccable ſaults, racher 
Laan Gi nſive virtues. 


Fi. by 


12 The Lyme Lovzx: or, 
4.2, Offcrfive virtues, madam ! 

Feel don't know how—there's a ſort of virtue, 
or p ui: act, 9; what you'll call it, that we can but juſt 
approve. That does not win us—Lowerrore wants that 
fire—thzt converſation-fpirit I would have. They ſay 
he's learn'd as well as difcreet, but I'm no judge of 
that: I'm ſure he's no woman's ſcholar ; his wiſdom he 
ſhould turn into wit, and his learning into poetry or 
ä . 
Vic. Well, I'm not ſo much of your mind, I like 

a ſober paſſion. 
Pen. A ſober paſſion! you tock me up juſt now when 
I ſaid an offenſive virtue Bleſs me; 
| [ /iumbiing almoſt to a fall, 
T. Beek. [catching her] How much am I indebted to 

an accident that favours me with an occaſion of this 
ſmall ſervice ! for 'tis to me a happineſs beyond expreſ- 
fion thus to kiſ. your hand, 

Pen. The occaſion, methinks, is not ſo obliging, nor 
the happineſs you mertion, worth that name, fir. 

Y. Beck. Tis true, madam, I owe it all to fortune, 
neither your kindneſs nor my induſtry had any ſhare 
in't: thus am I ſtill as wretched as I was, for this happi- 
neſs I ſo much prize had doubtleſs been refus'd by wart 
of metzt. 

Pen. T has very ſoon you ſee loſt what vou valued 
in it; but I find you ard I, fir, have a different ſenſe; 
for in my opinion we enjoy with moſt pleaſure, what we 
attain with leaſt merit—Merit is a claim, and may pre- 
tend joſt to favour ; when without it what's conferr'd 
is more unexpected, and there fore more pleaſing, 

T. Bi, Yea talk very well, madam, of an-happineſs 
you can't pothbly be acquainted with, the enjoying 
without deſert. But indeed you have done me a very 
fingular good office, in letting me know myſelf very 
much qualify'd for felicity, | | 
ict. I ſwear he's a very pretty fellow, and how rea- 
dily the thing talks] begin to pity Lovemore, but I 
begin to hate Penelope. Ho he looks ! he looks at her! 
F. Bock. But judge, madam, what the condition of a 
aſhonate man muſt be, that can appioach the nand only 
of her he dies for, when her heart is inacceſſible. 

Pen. Tis very well the heart lies not ſo eaſily Fe be 
eized 
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ſeized as the hand find—pray, fir—I don't know 
what there is in this very odd fellow, I'm not angry, 

tho' he's downright rude.— But I mut— 
T. Book. But your heart, madam, your heart— 

5 | [ preffingly, 

Pen. You ſeem'd, fir, I muſt confeſs, to have ſhewn 

a ready civility when I'd like to fall juſt now, for which 

Icou'd notibut thank you, and permit you to ſay what you 

pleas'd on that occaſion—But your heart, madam ; tis 

a ſure ſign, fir, you know not me—Or if you are what 

indeed you ſeem—a gentleman—ſure you forget your- 


ſelf, or rather you talk by memory, a form or cant 


which you miſtake for ſomething that's gallant. 


. Book. Madam, I very humbiy beg your pardon, if 
I preſs'd too far, and too abruptly—1 forgot indeed that 
I broke through decencies, and that tho' you have been 


long a familiar to me, I am a firanger to you. 
Pen. Pray, familiar ſtranger, what can you mean? I 
never ſaw you before this inſtant, nor you me, I believe. 
Y. Book. Perhaps not that you know of, madam.— 


For your humility, it ſeems, makes you ſo little ſenſible 


of your own perfection, that you o'erlook your con- 
queſt ; nor ha ve you e'er obſerv'd me, tho' I hover day 
and night about your lodging, haun you from place to 
place, at balls, in the park, at church—I gave you all 


the ſerenades you've had, yet never till this minute 


cou'd I find you, and this minute an unfortuna:e one 


— But this is always my luck, when J am out of the 
field. 


Vie. You've travell'd then, and ſeen the wars, fi: ? 

F. Buck, I—meadam—I—Al} that I know of tne mat- 
ter is, that Lewis the fourtces h mortally hates me. 
They talk of French gold What heaps have [ refus'd! 
— yet to be generous even io an enemy, I miſt allow 


that prince has reaſon for his ra:.cour to me.— There 
has not been a ſkirmiſh, fiege, or battle ſince I bore 


arms, I made not one in: no, nor the leaſt advantage 
got over the enemy but I bad my thare, tho' perhaps 
not all my ſhare o'th* pglory—you've ſcen my name, tho 
| you don't know it, often in the Gaze/ze. 
Pen, I never read news, | 
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Later Laine. 


Lat. What tale's he telling now, tro ? 

J. Bk. You've never heard, I I e, of ſuch 
names as Raremc n., 8 ind Liege e nor read 
cf an Eagliſo gentieman left dead by his prec ipitancy 
upon a parapet at /ero,—T] was thought fo indeed, 
when the firſt account came away — Every man has his 

failings — Riſhneſs is my Fault. 
Lat. Don't you remember a certain place call'd Ox- 
Ferd among your towns, Sir? 

7. Beck. Shaw, away—Oh ! —oþ! I beg your par- 
dor, ladies; this feliow knows I was ſhot ia my leit 
arm, and car.not bzar the leaſt tcuch, yet will ſtill be 
ruſting on me-. 

Lat. He has a lye, I thi: k, in every net [ {frac 

Pen, Do you bear any commiſſion, Sir? 

Y. Beck. There's an intimatc cf mine, a general off 
cer, who has often ſaid, Te, if you weu'd'it but ſtick 
to any one application, thou m ' ghe'ſt be any thing —*tis 

my mie ſortune, madam, to have a mird too exterſive. 

1 began laſt ſummer's campaign with the renowned 
prince Eugene, but was forced to ily into Holland for a 
duel with that rough captain of the Hufars, Paul 
Diact — they talk of a regiment for me but thoſe 
thing: —beſides it will cblige me to aitend it, and then 
] can't follow nonour where-c'er {he's bi fizit, but mus 
be confined to one nation: when indeed tis rather my 
way of ſerving with ſuch of our allies as meſt want ma. 

Pen, But I fee you ſoldiers never er jay ſuch a thing 
as reſt—you but come home in winter to turn your 
valour on the ladies, tis but juſt a cn" of your wa 
are. 

. Bock. I had immediatcly returr'& to Hellard, but 
your beauties at my :rrival here diſarm'd me, madamn, 
made me a man of peace, or rais'd a civil war within 
me rather. — Vou tock me priſoner at firſt fight, and to 
your charms I yielded up an heart, till thñᷣen unconquer'd, | 
Martial delights (once belt and d: arelt to me) vauiſli'd 
before you in a moment, and all my thoughts grew 
bent to pleaſe and ſerve you. 

Lit. Lawemsre's in the walk, madam, he' l be in a 
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Deck. Rob me o'th' ſudden thus of ail my Happi- 
nei: ! yet e'er you quite forſake me, authorize my paſſion, 
licence my innocent flames, aad give me leave to love 
ſuch charming iwectneſ-, | 

Pen. He that will ole, and knows what 'tis to love, 
will aſk no leave of any but himſelf, [Ex. Ladder, 

J. Bec. Follow 'em, Jack. | 

Lat. I know as much of 'em already as needs. The 
ſootman was in his talking vein—th2 hand ſomet of the 
two, ſays he, | ſerve, and ſhe lives in the Garden. 

F. Bec. What Garden : | 
Lat. Ceovent-Gardein: The other lies there tro. I 
did not ſtay to afk her name, but I ſhall meec him 
ag io, Look particu); r notice of the livery, 

J. Boch. Neer trouble thyie.t to know which 13 
which, my heart and my good geuius tell me, "tis the, 
that pretty ſhe | tall'd to. 

Lat. If, with refpe& to ycur worſhip's opinion, I 
might preſume to be of a contrary one, I found think 
tie other the hanciomer now. 
| Z. Bock, What the dumb thing ! the piture—N-, 
love is the union of minds, and fe that engages mine 
mult be very well able to expreſs her own. But | ſup- 
poſe ſon:e ſcolding landlady has ade you fo enamour'd 
with ſilence. But he:c are two o'che deareſt of my old 
comrades, they ſeem am?z'd at ſomething by their action. 

Laier Lovemore and Frederick. 

Fred. How! a collation on the water, and muſic too? 

Love. Ves, mullc and a ccllation, 

Prei. Laſt night? 

Lo ve. Laſt night 120, 

Fred. An handſome treat? 

Lo ve. A very 1.091: one. 

Fred. Who gave it? 

Lede. Phat I'm yet to learn. 

Y. Lack. How happy am I to met you here! 

Love. Wien L embrace you thu:—-20 happireis can 
equal m:n2. [ /al WMIng. 

T. Beo. I thruſt myſelf 1 in: rading! y epon you; bat 
you'll pardon a man over;0y 'd to ſce 504. 

Lowe. Where you're always weicos. e, ycu never can 
intrude. | | 

2. Bout, What were you talking cf ? 

: Le, 
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Love. Of an entertainment. 
Y. Book. Given by ſome lover ? 
Lowe. As we ſuppoſe. | 
T. Bock, That circumſtance deſerves my — 3 
pray go on, and let me ſhare the ſtory. 
| Live. Some ladies had the fiddles laſt night. 
T. Book. Upon the wa er too methought you * 
Lowe. Yes, twas epon the water. 
Y. Book. Water often feeds the flame. 
Love. Sometimes. 
. Bock. And by night too? 
Love. Yes, laſt night. 
Y. Book. He choſe his time well———The lady i is 
handſome? 
Love. In moſt mens eve; ſhe is. 
F. Book. And the muſick ? 
Lowe. Good, as we hear. 
T. Book. Some ba: quet follow'd ? 
Lewe. A ſumptuous one, they ſay. 
Y. Book. And neither of you all the while know who 
gave this treat? ha, ha. 
Leve. D'ye laugh at it? 
Y. B:ok, How can I chuſe, to ſee you thus admire a. 
flight divertiſement I gave myſelf? 
._ -, Love. You? 
F. Book, Ev'ẽn To —_ 
Love. Why have you got a miſtreſs here already J 
F. Bosk. I ſhould be ſorry elſe : I've been in town 
this month or more, though for ſome reaſons J appear 
but a little yet by day, Y th' dark o'th' evening I peep 
out, and zncignito make ſome viſits. Thus have L ſpent 
my time but ill, were not— 
Lat. Do you know what you ſay, fir ?—Don't lay it 
on ſo thick. 
Y. Bock. Nay, you muſt be ſure to take care to be 
in the way as ſcon 2s they land, to ſhew up ſtairs—I 
beg pardon, I was giving my fellow ſome directions 
about receiving ſomes women of quality that ſup with me 
to-night incog. — But you're my deareſt friends, and ſhall 
hear all 
Fred. to Live. How luckily your rival Ciſcovers 
bimſelf. 
7. Bec. I took five barges, and the faireſt kept for 


5 my 
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my company; the other four, I fil'd with muſic of 
all ſorts, and of all forts the beſt ; in the firſt were fid- 
dles, in the next theorbo, lute:, and voices. | 

Flutes and ſuch paſtoral ;oftromer, ts i th' third, 

Loud muſick from the fourth did pierce the air. 

Each conſort vy'd by turns, 

Which with molt melody ſhou'd charm our ears. 

The fiſth the largeſt of *em all, was neatly hung, 

Not with dull tapeſtry, but with green boughs, 

Curicſity interlac'd to let in air, 

And my branch with jeſſamines, and orange pokes 

deck | 

In this the feaſt was kept. | 
Hither with five other ladies I led her hoſe beauty dons 
governs my deſtiny. Supper was ſerv'd up ſtraight; I 
will not trouble you with our bill of fare, what diſhes | 
were beſt lik'd, what ſauces moſt commended; tis 
enough I tell you this delicious feaſt was of fix courſes, 
twelve diſhes to a courſe. 

Lat. That's indeed enough of all conſcience. [Hj. 

Love. Oh the torture of jealouſy ! [ Aide. But, fir, 
how ſee ned the lady to receive this entertainment ? we 
muſt know that. 

Y. Book. Oh! that was the height on 't—Sbe, I war- 
rant you, was quite negligent of all this matter. You 
know their way. They muſt not ſeem to like—No, I 
warrant it wou'd not ſo much as ſmile to make the fel- 
low vain, and believe he had power to move delight in 
her—ha, ha! 

Love. But how then ? 

Z. Book, Why you muſt know my honour grew poe- 
tick — I pull'd off my ſword-knot, and with that bound 
up a coronet of ivy, laurel, and flowers; with that 
round my temples, and a plate of richeſt fruits in my 
hand, on one knee I preſented her with it as a cornucopia, 
an offering from her humble ſwain of all his harveſt—to 
her the Ceres of our genial feaſt, and rural mirth— 
the ſmil'd—the ladies clapp'd their hands, and all our 
muſick ſtruck ſympathetick rapture at my happineſs ; 
while gentle winds, the river, air, echo'd the harmony in 
notes more ſoft than they receiv'd it. Methought all 
nature ſeemed to die for love like me. To all my heart 
and every pulſe beat time — Oh the pleaſures of ſucceſsfu 

love 
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love! ha, Lowemcre! ha! what, haſt thou got a good 
office late!y—Ycu're afraid I ſhould make ſome requeſt. 
Pry'thee ben't ſo ſhy, I have nothing to aſk but of my 
millreſs; what's the matter? | 
Lewe. I only atterd, fir, I only attend 
7. Bok. Then ÞIl go on. As ſoon as we had ſupp'd, 
the fire-wotks play'd. Squibs of all forts were darted 
through the ſkies, whole ſpreading fires mede a new day. 
A fizming deluge ſeem'd to fall from Heaven, and wich 
ſuch violence attack'd the waves, you wou'd have 
thought the fiery element had loft his ſphere, to ruin 
his moiſt enemy, Their conteſt done, we landed, 
danc'd till day, uhich haſty S:/ dillvrb'd us with to 
ſoon. Had he ta'en cur advice, or fear'd my anger, be 


might in Thetis's lap have ſlept 28 long as at Alcmenu's 


labour he's reported: but Itcerirg not as we wou'd 

have preſcrib'd, he put a period to our envy'd mirth. 
Lede. Truſt me you tell us wonders, and with a grace 

as rare as the feaſt itſelf, which all our ſummer's mir ch 


1 had 


T. Buck, My miſtreſs took me o'th' ſudden 


Lowe. The treat was coſily tho', and finely order'd. 

Y. B:ck, I was forc'd to t:ke up with this trifle, He 
that wants time can't do as he wou'd. | 

Live, Farewel, we ſhall int et again at more leiſure. 

Z. Beck, Number me among ycur creatures. 

Lee. Oh Jealouſy! thou rack, jealooſy! | 

Fred. What reaſon have you to feel it? the circum- 
ſtances of the ſeaſt nothing agree 3 

Lowe, In this time ard place they do; the reſt is 
nothing. [Ex. Fred. ad Love. 

Lat. May I ſpeak now, fir, without offence ? 

Y. Beck. Tis in your choice now to ſpeak or not, but 
before corapany you'll ſpoil ali. | 

Lat. Do you. walk abroad and talk in your ſleep ? or 


do you uſe to tell your dreams for current truth? 


Y. Bork, Dull brain! | 
Lat. Why you beat out mine with ycur battles, your 


| fire-works, your mulick, and your feaſts. You've found 


an excellent way to go to your wars, and yet keep Out 
of darge;—then you feaſt your miſtreſs at the cheapei: 
| | rate. 
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rate that ever I knew! Why d'ye make 'em believe 


you ha' been here theſe ſix weelks ? 


Y. Beek. My paſſion has the more growtd, and [| the 


better ground io make love. 

Lat. You'd make one believe 15 things, that wou'd 
but harken to you -= ut this lady migizc ſoon have found 
you ou: 5 

T7, Bec. Some acquaintance I have got however; this 
is making love, ſcholar, and at the beſt rate too. 

Lat. L'o ſpeak truch, I'm hardly come to myſelf yet, 
your great ſupper lies on my ſtomach till. I defy Pan- 
zack io have prepar'd a better o'th* ſudden, Your en- 
chanted calties, where ſtrangers found ſtrange tables, 
ſtrangely furniſhed wich Arauge cats, were but ſix peany 
Ordineries to the fiftit berge; you were an excellent man 
to write 197! an ces, ivr having feaſts and battles at com- 
mand, your ie ia a trice would over-run the world; 
revelling and ſzirmiſhing colt you nothing ; then you 
vary your ſcene with ſo much eaſe, and ſhift from court 
to camp with ſuch facility— 


Y. Beek. I love thus to outvie a news-monger ; and 


as ſoon as I perceive a fellow thinks his ſtory will ſur- 
prize—lI choke him with a ſtranger, aud ſtop his mouth 
with an extempare wonder: didſt thou but know what a 


pleaſure "tis to cram their own news down their throats 


again !— 


Lat. TI 13 fine but may prove dangerous ſport, and may 


involve us in a peck of troubles : pry'thee, Ten, connder 
taat I am of quality to be kick'd or can'd by tnis L— 
J. Boat. Huſh, huſh, call it not lying; as for my 
w2ging war, it is but jult I ſnatch and lteal from fortune 
that fame which ſhe denies me opportunity to deſerve 
My father has cramp'd me in a college, while all the 


world has been in action. Then as to my lying to my 


miſt;eſ*, tis but what all the lovers of liberty do.— Call 
it not by that coarſe name a lye. Tis wit, 'tis fable, 
ellegor: „ficion, hyperbole, —or be it what you call i, 
the world's made up almod of nothing elſe. What 
are ail the grave faces you mcet in public!: ? —— 


mere filent lyes, dark ſolemn fronts, by which they 


weu'd diſguiſe vain empty ſiily noddle:.— But after all. 
to be {crious, Nance I am reſolved honeſtly to love, x 
don't care Low artfully I obtaia the woman I pitch 


upon. 


— 
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upon.—Beſ;des. did you ever know any of them ac- 
knowledge? they lov'd es ſocn as they lovid—No, they'll 
let a man dwel! upor bis knees—whom they anguiſh to 
receive into their arm: They're no fair enemy—there- 
fore tis but juſt, that 


Me uſe all arts the fair to undermine, 
And learn nwith gallantry to hide deſign. [Exevunt, 


ACT n. SCENE I. 
Enter eld Bookwit, Penelope, and Lettice. 


0. B. 1 I Iſtreſs Penelope, I have your father's leave 


to wait upon you, madam, and talk co 


you this morning ; nay to talk to you of marriage. 
Pen. To talk to me of marriage, fir? | 
©. Beck. Ves, madam, in behalf of my fon Tom Bookie, 


Pen. Nay, there may perhaps be ſometbing ſaid to 


that. | [Afte. 
O. Boo. I ſent for him from Oxford with that de- 
ſign, he came to town but yeſterday; and if a father 


can judge, he brings from a college the mien and air 


of a court—1I love my ſon entirely, and hope, madam, 
you take my thoughts as to you, to be no want of re- 
ſpe to you. - : Y 

Pen. Twere went of ſenſe, fir, to do that. 

O Beck. If I can remember my ſtyle to my miſtreſs 
of old, I'll eaſe Tom's way, and raiſe her expeQation 
of my ſon. [afide.] Madam, had I my hat, my feather, 

antalocns, and jerkin on, as when I woo'd your hum- 
ble ſervant's mother, I would deliver you his errand. 
I married her juft ſuch a young thing as you : her com- 
plexion was charming, but not indeed with all your 
| ſweetneſs. 1 

Pen. Oh! fir! 25 

O. Bock. Her neck, and boſom were the ſofteſt pil- 
lows, her ſhape was not of that vice ſort ; ſome young 
women ſuffer in ſhapes of their mother's making, by 
ſpare diet, ſtraight lacing, and conſtant chiding. But 
„was the work of nature, free, unconſtrain'd, _— 
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and But her charm; had not all that emanation which 
yours have. 
Pen. Oh fie! fie! | _ 

O. B K. Not thoſe thouſand thouſand graces, that 
ſoft army of loves and zephyrs, millions of airy beings 
that attend around you, and appear only to the ſecond 
ſight of lovers. 

Peu. O fie! Pray, good Sir, you'll leave nothing for 
your ſon to ſay. 


O. Book. I did not think I had ſuch a memory. I 


find the women are now certainly daughters of the 


women before 'em. —Flattery till does it. [4/fide.] Tom 


is my only ſon, and I extremely defirous to have him ſet- 
tled.—1 own I think him of much merit. 

Pen. He would derogate from his birth, were he not 
much a gentleman. But to receive a man in the cha- 
racter of a pretender at firſt ſight = 


O. Book. I'll walk him by and by before your win- 


dow, where your own eyes ſhall judge -I think there's 
nothing above his pretences but yourſelf ; but when one 
of ſo many excelleat qualities beſtows herſelf, it muſt be 
condeſcenfion. — You ſhall not anſwer —Farewel, daugh- 
ter: we are but too apt to believe what we with—— 
Pen. Tis as you ſaid, Lettice, Old Bookwit came to 
propoſe his ſon. 5 
Lett. I overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt 
night, —But, Madam, you ban't heard the ſong that 


was made on you.— Oh 'tis migaty pretty, the Gentle- 


man is dying for you, he ſays it, pure pure verſes. 
Pen. Whoever writ'em, he's not the firſt Poet I have 
made. They may alk, and ſay Nature makes a Poet, 
but I ſay Love makes a Poet. Don't you ſee elder bro- 
thers, who are by nature born above wit, ſhall fall in 
love, and write veries—nay, and pretty good ones, con- 
ſidering they can tagg'em to ſettlements: but let's ſee, 
| To CEL I1A's Spinet. 
Reading. Thou ſoft machine that does her hands obey, 
Tell her my grief in thy harmuniou® lay. 
Poor man | 
To ſpun my moan to thee ſpe ll fly, 
To her tcuch be ſure reply, 
And, if ſhe removes it, dic, The 
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The device is juſt ard truly poetical. 
Know thy bliſs —Ay, ay, there I come in. 
Know thy bliſs, with rapture ſhake, 
Tremble ver all thy numercus make ; 
Speak in melting Jounds my tears, 
Hpeak, my joys, my hefes, my fears, 
Which all deperd upon me. 
Thus force her, auben from me ſhe'd fly, 


By her caun hand, like me, to die. 


Well, certainly nothing touches the heart of woman ſo 


much as poetry. I ſuppoſe the maſter is in the next 


room, tis his hour, defire him to walk in. Twiil 


make one's ears tingle, a ſong o' one's ſeif. 
[Here the ſong is performed to a ſpi net. 

Well, doſt think, Ler7ice, my grave lover writ this 
fine thing ſay'ſt thou? | 

Lett, No, Madam. 
thoſe they are ſure of. 3 

Pen. Sure of me! the inſolent! 1 

Lett. Nay, I know no more than that, he ſaid he'd 
turn me away as ſoon as he had married you. 

Pen. Tis like enough. —That's the common practice 
of your jealous-headed fellows. —Well, I have a gocd 
mind to dreſs myſelf anew, put on my beſt looks, and 
ſend for him to diſmiſs him.—I know he loves me. 

Letz. I never knew him ſhew it but by his jealouſy. 
Pen. As ycu ſay, a jealous fellow love? —'cis all 
miſtake, *tis only for himſelf he has deſires ; nor cares 
what the obje of his wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he himſelf has 
ſatisfaction—No, he has a gluttony, an hunger for me. 

Lett. An hunger for you! I proteſt, Madam, if you'd 


Nobody writes ſongs on 


Jet me be his cook, and make you ready, I'd poiſon 


him. Bout I'm glad Simon diſobey'd you, and told the 
Gentleman's ſervant who you were, and your lod- 


Pen. Did the rogue do ſo ?—Call him hither. 
Lett. Simon, why Simon. | 

: Luer Simon. 5 
Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt turn you off, you 


ſaucy fellow, don't fland ſtaring and dodging with your 


feet, and wearing out your livery hat with ſqueezing for 


an excuſe, but anſwer me, and that preſently. 


Sim. Iwill, Madam, as ſoon as you aſk me a queſtion. 
Pex. 


464 at oo 


Pen. Not afore them Mr. Per? don't you know 
you told the gentleman's footman in the park who ! 
was, againſt my conſtant order, when I walk early. 
Come, firrah, tell all that pailed between you. 

Sim. Why, madam, the gentleman's gentleman came 


up to me very civilly, and ſaid his maſter was in diſ- 


courſe with my lady he ſuppoſe!——Then he fell into 


talk about vails - about profits in a ſervice ; at laſt, after 


a deal of diſcourſe between us ——_ | 
Pen, Come, without this preamble, what he aſk'd 
you, impertinence, —tell that, do— — 
Sim. He aſle'd about you, and Madam F:i#oric.— 
I ſaid, the bandſomeſt of the two is my Ladv. 
Pen. Speak on boldly, Simon ; I'm never angry at a 
ſervant that ſpzaks truth, | | 
Sim. Fle told me he ſhould be very proud of my ac- 
quain:ance ; indeed, madam, the man was very well- 
ſpoken, and ſhewed a great deal of reſpect for me, on 
your ladyſhip's account He is a mighty well-ſpoken 


man, and ſaid, he found I was a ſmart Gentleman—ſaid 


he'd come again. 
Pen. Go, you have done your buſineſs. 
Go down, 5 | | | [ Exit. 
Lett. Well, after all, madam, I did not think that 
Gentleman diſpleaſed you. 


Pen. Had young Bookwit his mien and converſation, 


how eaſily would he exclude Lovemore ! 
5 Enter Servant. 
Ser. Mr. Lowemore is coming up, madam. 
Pen. He has not heard ſure of this new propoſal. 
Lett. Tis poſſible he may, and come to rant or up- 
braid your lady ſhip; I wonder you endure him on theſe 
occaſions. | LS. 


Pen. I'll rack his very heart-ſtrings. He ſhall know 


all that man e'er ſuffered for his native miſtreſs, woman. 


Leit. His father, madam, has been ſo long coming out 


ef Suffilk.— There are ſtrange tricks in the world, but 


tis not my place to ſpeak 
Pen. However, his father may come at laſt; I will 
not wholly loſe him; as bad as he is, he's better than 


no huſband at all—Stay in the room, I'll talk to you 


as if he were not preſent ——— 
| Enter 
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| Enter Lovemore. 


Lewe. Ah! Penelope! inconſtant! fickle Picks! 
Pen. But, Lettice, you don't tell me what the gentleman 


ſaid; now there's no body here you may ſpeak 
Lowe. Now there's no body here? 
a thing, an utenſil I am no body, I have no eſſence 


that I am ſenſible of ——1 think 'twill be fo ſoon—This | 


ingrate, - this perjur'd ! 

Pen. Tell me, I ſay, how the mech happened to 
break off; 

| Love. This is downright abuſe. What! don't 
you ſee me, madam? 

Lett. He had the folly, upon her being commonly 
civil to him, to talk of directiag her affairs before his 
time: in the firſt place, he thought it but neceſſary her 
maid, her faithful ſervant Mrs. Betiy, ſhould be remov'd. 

Love. Her faithful ſervant Mrs. Betty ! — Her be- 
trayer, her whiſperer, Mrs. Lettice. Madam, wou'd 
you but bear me I will be heard — 

Pen. Pr'ythee ſlep, Lettice, and ſee what noiſe is that 
without. 

Lewe. The noife is here, madam; 'tis I that make 
what you call noiſe—'Tis I that claim aloud my right, 
and ſpeak to all the world the wrongs I ſuffer, 

Pen, Cooling herbs well fleep'd—a good anodyre at 
night, made of juice of hellebore, with very thin diet, 
may be of uſe in theſe caſes. 

[ Both locking at him as di lurk 4. 
Love. Caſes !—What caſes? I thail downright un 
mad with this damn'd uſage. Am I a jeſt:? 

Lett. A jeſt — no faith, this is far from a merry mad- 
neſs— Hal ha! ha! 

Love. Harky e Lertice— I'll downright box 70u— 
Hold your tongue, gipſy 
Leit. Dear madam, fave me go you to hin 

Pen. Let him take you. — me how be ſtares, 
—— •ÿBmẽ— take her. 
L.ett. Take =; 

Pen. Take her 

Love. Very fine——No, madam, your gallant, your 
ſpark laſt night; your fine dancer, ev rtainer, ſhall 
take you——He that was your ſwain, and you, I war- 

rant, a fantaſtick nymph of the flood, or foreſt ; ha! ba! 
a! to be out all night with a 20ung fellow, —O\! on 
makes 


[Running round 3 other. 


Then I am 


fas Oo &@ >« 
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ba! to be out all night with a young fellow—Oh ! 
that makes you change your countenance, does it ſo ?— 
Fine lady—You wonder how I came to know hy 
chuſe a diſcreeter the next time—he told me all him- 
— for ſhame at hearing of theſe words, 

Per. I am indeed downright aſhamed for him that 
ſpeaks em; whence this inſolence, if not from utter 
_ diſtraction, under this roof ? 8 
Love. Oh! the ingrate! —Have not I, madam, two 
long years, two ages, with humbleſt reſignation de- 
pended on your ſmiles ; and ſhall I ſuffer cne of yeſ- 
terday's—to treat you, to dance all night with you? 
Pen. Speak ſoftily my father's coming down. 

Love. Thy father's coming down! faithleſs l_ 
thou haſt no father. But to croſs me by night upon 
the water! 2 | | 

Pen. Well, by night upon the water—What then ? 

Low. Yes, all night. | 

Pen. What of that ? 

Love. Without bluſhing when you hear of it? 

Pen. Bluſh for what — What do you drive at? 

Love. Can you then coldly aſk what ' tis I mean, thou 
reveller, thou rambler; a fine young lady with your 
midnight frolicks ! But what do I pretend to ?——T 
know not how with bended knees to call you Ceres, 
—make you an offering of ſummer fruits, and deify 
your vanity ; —Thou art no goddeſs, thou art a very 
woman, with all the guile—Your barges ! your treats ! 
your fireworks ! 

Pen. What means the inſolent! You grow inſuf- 
ferable. | 

Lowe. Oh Penelope that look, that diſdainful look 
has pierc'd my ſoul, and ebb'd my rage to penitence 
and forrow—I own my fault I am too raſh 

Pen. Th' imaginary enemies you raiſe are but mere 
forms of your ſickly brain—ſo 1 think, and ſcorn em. 
A diffident, an humorous and ungenerous man, who 
without grounds calls me inconſtant, ſhall ſurely find 
me ſo : She will be very happy that takes a conſtant 
man with twenty thouſand humours. 

Lov. ls it a fault my life's bound up in thee, 
That all my powers change with thy locks, 

| 6 
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That my eyes glote on thee when thou'rt preſent, 
And ake and roll for light when thnou'rt abſent ? 


Pen. A little ill uſage, I ſee, improves a lover 


ſtrangely ; I never hcard him ſpeak ſo well in my life 


before. Alide. 


Lev. Of you I am not jealous; 
*Tis my own indeſert that gives me fears, | 
And tenderneſs forms dangers where they're not; 
I doubt and envy all things that approach thee : 
Not a fond mother of a long wifh'd for only child be- 
holds with ſuch kind terrors her infant offspring as I 
do her I love. She thinks it's food, if ſhe's not by, 
unwholeſome; and all the ambient air made up 
of fevers and of quartan agues, except ſhe ſhrouds 
It in her arms, — Such is my unpitied anxious care 
for you, and can I ſee another 
Pen, What other? 1 
Tov. Nay, if you make a ſecret of your meeting, — 
there's all that I ſuſpe@ in't. Another Young 
Boekawit is another. 3%; Es 
Pen. I never ſaw his face. ——Young Bookwit 


Low. What! not tho? he ſolicited a glance, with 
ſymphonies of charming note, with ſumptuous diſhes ! 


— Not when the flying meteors from the earth made a 
new day ! 
that was unkind, not one look for all this gallantry ! 
But love is blind, — You can be all night with tlie 
ſon, all day with the father, and never fee either.— 
His father was here this morning ; ſeek not to excuſe, 
I know your arts, and ſee their aim too—Go, go, 
take your Bookwwit, —Forget your lover as he muſt now 
you. . | [ Going. 

Hen. Hear but three words. N 

Lev. What ſhall they be? 

Pen. Prithee hear me. 3 

Lov. No, no, your father's coming down. 

Pen. He is not coming, nor can he overhear u:. 
There's time and privacy * 4 to diſabuſe you. 

Lov. I'll hear nothing unle 
unleſs you give me as a preſent earneſt of your ſelf 
three kiſſes, and your word for ever. 

Pen. To give way to my ſatisfaction then—anJ be 

friends 
6 


not ſee him — Oh! that was hard. — 


$ you will be married, 


oy 
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friends again, you wou'd, Mr. Lovemore, have three 
Kiſſes — | 


Lev. Three kiſſes, your faith, and hand. 
Pen. Nothing elſe ; will you be ſo contented ? 
Lov. I'll expe& higher terms, if you accept not 


| theſe——Quickly then. 


Pen. Well then, No, my father's coming ? ha, ha, ha. 
Low. Laugh at my ſufferings !— ſlight my anger. 


Is this your baſe requital of my love ; 


Revenge, revenge, — I'll print on thy favourite in his 


heart's blood my revenge. Our ſwords—our ſwords 
ſhall diſpute our pretences, rather than he enjoy what 

my long ſervices entitle me to, which is to do myſelf 
right for what he intends an injury; tho? perhaps 


what we ſhall diſpute for is better loſt. 
Pen. Mr. Levemore, you have taken very great liber- 


ties; you ſay I have injured you in regard to another. 


Ils vour opinion then of what you ſay you will diſ- 
pute for, ſuch as you juſt now ſaid better loft. 

Lov. Lock you, madam, —ſo— therefore 
that—this is ſuch—for that it—You don't conſider 
what you ſaid to me 

Pen Ha! ha! ha! 3 

Lov. You ſhall by all that's Vou ſhall repent 
a. 85 | [Flings out. 

Per. This is all we have for't, a little dominion 
beiore hand Theſe are the creatures that are 
born to rule us, who creep, who flatter, and ſervilely 


beſeech your favour ; which obtain'd, they grow ſul- 


len, proud and inſolent ; pry into the gift, the man- 


ner of beſtowing, with all the little arts th' ungrateful 


— to hide, or kill their ſenſe and conſcience of a be- 
nefit "7 

Lett. Ay, ay, madam, *tis ſo— ] had a ſweetheart 
once, a lady's butler, to whom I gave a lock of my 
hair; and the villain, when we quarrell'd told me 
half of 'em were grey. 


Pen. Ha! ha! ha! the ingrate———the faithleſs, 


as Lovemore ſays ———— 
Lett. And yet, Madam, the rogue ſtole a letter out 
of a book to aſk me for it—as my next ſuitor found out. 
Pen. However, I am ſure 'tis in my fate to be ſub- 
ject to one of them very JO: ; | 


Lett. 


—— 
— — — — 


as to 
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Lett. Ah! madam ! the gentleman this morning— 


Pen. The fellow's very well, and I am mightily 
miſtaken if my couſin Victoria did not think ſo 

Lett. And fo do you heartily. - [ Afede. 

Pen. Yet I wiſh I had ſeen this young Bookawit be- 
fore Lowemore came to-day. | 5 

Lett. T'll tell you how, madam— Victoria has ne'er a 
lover, and is your entire friend Now madam, ſup- 
poſe you got her to write a letter to this young gentle- 
man in her own name ou meet him under that 
name incognito; then if an accident ſhould happen, both 
you and ihe may be ſafe, and puzzle the truth: you 
never writ to him, ſhe never met him . 

Pen. A lucky thought —ſtep to her immediately 
I'll come to her, or ſhe to me. 

Lett. I fly, I fly— 45 

Pen. This is indeed a lucky hint of the wench, in 
which I have another drift too — Now ſhall I fift my 
friend Victoria, and perfectly underſtand whether ſhe 
likes that agreeable young fellow; for if her reſerv'd 
Humour eafily falls in with this deſign on Bookauvr, 
ſhe's certainly ſmitten with the other, and ſuſpects me 
to be ſo too—What 1s this dear, this ſudden intruder 
love, that Victeria's —_ faithful friendſhip, Love- 
nore's anxious and conſtant paſſion, both mea before 
. t in a moment ?—Why are cur hearts ſo acceſſible at 

our eyes ;—— My dear. 
Eater Victoria. 
 Fi2. Dear Pen. I ran to you— well, what is' t? 

Pen. Set chairs and the Bobea tea, and leave us. Exe. 
Lett.] Dear Victoria -you have always been my moſt 
intimate toſom-friend—your wary carriage and cir- 
cumſpection have often been a ſafety againſt errors to 
me I muſt confeſs it. [Filling her tea. 

Lick. But, my dear, why this preface to me? To 
the matter | | 5 

Fen. You know all that has paſs'd between me and 
Mr. Lowemore. 

Vie. I have always approv'd him, and do now 
more than ever For 'tis not a mien and air, that makes 
that worthy creature, a kind huſband : But | 

Pen, True, but here was old Boolævit this morning, 


5 c wit 
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7 my father's authority to talk to me of the ſubject 
of love. 

Via. Nay, madam, if ſo, and you can reſolve to obey 
your father, -I contend not for Lowemore ; for tho” the 
young men of this age are ſo very vicious, ſo expenſive 
both of their health and fortune——— - 

Pen, How zealous ſhe is to put me out of her way ! 
Falſe creature! [ 4fde.]—But, my dear friend, you 
don't take me——Your friendſhip out-runs my expla- 
nation—"Twas for his ſon at Oxford he came to me— 
he is to talk with him before the door that I may view 
him——by and by | 

Fit. Nay, as one muſt obey their parents wholly 
I think a raw young man that never faw the town, 
35 better than an old one that has ran through all its 
vices—[ congratulate your good fortune—There's a 
great eſtate—and he knows nothing, juſt come to 
town—— The furniture and che horſe-cloaths will be 
all your own device for the wedding, and the horſes, 
when and where you pleaſe He knows no better 

- Pen. But one ſhall be ſo long teaching a raw crea- 
ture a manner | 3 

Via. Never let him have one twill make him like 
himſelf, and think of making advances elſewhere: 
You'd better have him a booby—How could I think 
of the old fellow for you—Look you, Pen. old age 
has its infirmities, and 'tis a ſad proſpect for an honelt 
young woman to be ſure of being a nurſe, and never 
of being a mother 

Pen. Oh! that J had but your prudence ? But, my 
dear, I have a requeſt to make to you, and that is, that 
you would write him an affignation this evening in 
the park—T'll obey the appointment, and converſe 
with him under that diſguiſe! for the old people will 
clap up a match before I know any thing of the real 
man——And if one don't know one's hufband, how 
can one manage him? that is to ſay, obey him? 4 

Vie. Oh! pray my dear, do you think I don't 
underſtand—Oh ! and there's another thing—A ſcho- 
lar makes the beſt huſband. in the world. | 

Pen. Becauſe they are the moſt knowing ——— 

Via. No, becauſe they are the leaſt knowing But 
I go immediately and obey your commands—l wiſh 
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you heartily well, my dear, in this matter. [ Xi her, 
Pen. I thank you, deareſt-—I don't doubt it indeed. 

Vict. Where are you going now, my dear—Oh |! fie! 
this is not like a friend---Do I uſe you fo, dear madam ? 

Pen. Nay, indeed madam, I muſt wait on ou 

Vie. Indeed you ſhan't— Indeed you ſhan't. 

5 | [ Pen. fellows, 
Pen. Well, madam, will you promiſe then to be as 
free with me ?—.Thus does ſhe hope to work me out 
of my lover, by being made my confidant—But that 
baſeneſs has been too faſhionable to paſs any more 
I have not truſted her—the cunning creature—] begin 
to hate her ſo—Pll never be a minute from her. [ Exit. 
Enter Old Bookwit, Young Bookwit and Latine. 
O. Bock. Well, Tem, where have you ſaunter'd about 
ſince I ſaw you? Is not the town mightily increas'd 
| fince you were in it? | 

Z. Beek. Ay, indeed, I need not have been ſo impa- 
tient to have left Oxford ; had I ſtaid a year longer, 
they had builded to me. | 
O. Bok. But I don't obſerve you affected much with 
the alterations Where have you been ? 

T. Book. No faith, the New-Exchange has taken up 
all my curioſity. 

O. Book. Oh! but, ſon, you muſt not go to places 
to ſtare at women, Did you buy any thing ? 

. Book. Some baubles——But my choice was ſo diſ- 
tracted among the pretty merchants and their dealers, 
I knew not where to run firt—One little liſping rogue, 
ribbandths, gloveths, tippeths, Sir, cries another, will 
you buy a fine ſword-knot ? then a third pretty voice 
and curt'fie—Does not your lady want hoods, ſcarfs, 
fine green ſilk ſtockings—I went by as if 1 had been 

in a ſeraglio, a living gallery of beauties - ſtaring from 
ide to ſide; I bowing, they laughing ſo made my 
eſcape, and brought your ſon and heir ſafe to you, 
through all theſe darts and glances—to which indeed 
my breaſt is not impregnable---But I wonder whence 

F had this amorous inclination = 5 
O0. Beo. Whoever you had it from, ſirrah, 'tis your 
buſineſs to correct it—by fixing it upon a proper ob- 
ject— But, Tem, you know I am always glad to hear 
you talk with the gaiety before me, that ycu do =_ 

| were 
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where - But I have now ſomething of conſequence (that 
ſudden ſcrious look was ſo like me) [ Aſiue.] What [ 
am going to ſay now, I tell you, is extraordinary--- 
J Book. 1 could not indeed help ſome ſeeming ex- 
travagancies I have been forc'd to- But. 
O. Book. I do not grudge you your expences, I was 
not going to ſpeak on't—tor I decay, and fo do my 
deſires, While yours grow full upon you—Therefore 
what may be ſpar'd from mine, I heartily give you to 
ſupply yours —'Tis but the juſt order of things —l 
{corn to hoard what I only now can gaze at, while 
your youth and perſon want thoſe entertainments you 
may become and taſte— All your pleaſures are mine 
alſo— In you my youth and gayer years methinks I 
feel repeated... ON on i Vl | 
. Book. Then what can give you, fir, uneaſinefs ? 
O. Bock. Your affeQation of a foldier's drefs, makes 
me think you bent upꝰn a dangerous, tao? noble courſe. 
That you'll expoſe a life, that is dearer to your father 
than your ſelf, to daily hazards; I therefore have re- 
ſolved to ſettle thee, and choſen a young lady, witty, 
prudent, rich and fair | | 
T. Book, Oh, Victoria [ Ade] You cannot move 
too ſlowly in ſuch a bufineſs. - 
O. Book. Nay, *tis no ſudden thing Her father and 
F have been old acquaintance, and I was ſo confident 
of her worth, and your compliance, that I can't with 
honour difengage myſelf, _ : | 
F. Book. How, Sir! when honour calls me to the 
field, 'where I may perpetuate your name by ſome 
brave exploit =  - h 
O. Book. You may do it much better, Tom, at home 
by a brave boy—Come, come, it muſt be fo 
T. Book. What ſhall I do for ſome invention? ¶ Aſide. 
O. Book. Let it be ſo, dear Tom, it maſt be ſo. 
7. Bock. What if it be im poſſib le? 
O. Bock. Impoſſible! as how? 5 
, 7. Book. Upon my knees I beg your pardon, Sir; 
am 
O. Book. What ! 
Z. Book. At Oxford | 19 85 | 
O. Book. What art thou at Oxford? Riſe and tell me. 
Y. Book. Why I am married there, fince you needs 
muſt know. O. Bet. 


* 
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O0. Book. Married without my conſent ! 
. Book. There was a force upon me; you'll eaſily 
get all annull'd if you deſire it: —It was the croſſeſt, 
moſt unhappy accident—Yet indeed ſhe is an ex- 
cellent creature ! : 
Lat. How could he conceal this all this while from 
me ?—But I remember he us'd to be out of college 
whole nights we knew not where. [ 4H/ide. 


Penelope and Victoria at the awindew. 


Pen. The very man we met this morning; and I 
employ my rival to write to him! how confidently ſhe 
ftares at the fellow, and obſerves his action! CEE 

Vid. Betty, do you ſee with what intent, and with 
what fire in her eyes Ponelope gazes yonder ?—But take 
you that letter and give it when the old gentleman's 
gone. Goodneſs! how concern'd ſhe ſeems ! Well, 
{ome women !— [Ex. Ladies "arms above. . 

O. Book, Let that paſs, fince the buſineſs is irrevo- 
cable What is her name ? | 
F. Book. Matilda, and her father's Newton. 

O. Book, They're names I never heard before; but 


go on. 


T. Book, This lady, Sir, I ſaw in a publick Aſ- 
ſembly; at the firſt fight ſhe made me her's for ever. 
From that inſtant I languiſh'd—nor had vital heat out 
of her prefence—The ſun to me ſhed influence in vain, 
— he roſe and ſet both unobſerv'd, nor was to any liv. 
ing this human life ſo much a dream as me: All this 
ſhe obſerv'd, but not untouch'd obſerved. She ſhew'd 
a noble gratitude to a noble paſſion ; favours I ſoon re- 
ceived, but ſeverely modeſt ones. 
Lat. Oh! that's preſuppos'd, you to be ſure wou'd 
ne'er deſire any other. =_ F777 
Y. Book. We had contriv'd to meet o'nightss 
The ſweeteſt hours of love; and there was 1 
One evening in her ans —— Twas as I remember, 
Yes, twas on the ſecond of December. | 
That's the very night I was caught 
Lat. Tis ſtrange, a fellow of his wit to be trepan'd 
iato a marriage 3 [ Afide. 
Y. Book. Her father ſupp'd abroad that night, which 
made us think ourſelves ſecure—But coming home bv 


aCCl- 
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accident ſooner than we expected, we heard him at the 
door—How did that noiſe ſurprize us! She hid me 
behind the bed, then lets him in. | 

O. Book. Itremble for the poor young lady —— 
Pray go on How did ſhe recover herſelf? 
T. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little tals 
to divert him, and hide her diſcompoſure—which te 
interrupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſudden!y 
to one propoſed to him that evening — This was 
to me daggers. | 

O. Book. But ſhe! 6 

T. Book. She by general anſwers in that caſe ma- 
nag' d it ſo well, that he was going down, when in- 
ſtantly my watch in my pocket ſtruck ten—He turns 
him ſhort on his amazed daughter, asked where ſhe 
had it She cry'd her couſin Martha ſent it out of the 

country to be mended for her—He ſaid he would take 

Kare on't ; ſhe comes to me, but as I was a gir- 
ing it her, the ſtring was ſo entangled in the cock 
of a piſtol I always had about me on thoſe occaſions, 
that my haſte to —_— e it fir'd it off—My miſtre's 
ſwoons away—The father ran out crying murder—L 
thought her dead, fear'd his return, which. he ſoon: 
did, with two boiſt'rous rogues, his ſons, and his 
whole family of ſervants—I wou'd have made my ei- 
cape, but they oppos'd me with drawn ſwords; I 
wounded both; but a luſty wench with-a fireſhovel 
at one blow ſtruck down my ſword, and broke it all. 
to pieces 

O. Book. But ſtill the poor young lady 
T. Book, Here was I ſeiz'd—Mean time Ifatilak 
wakes from her trance—beholding me held like a 
ruffian, both her brothers bleeding She was returning 
to it What ſhould I do? I ſaw the hoary father in 
the divided ſorrow, for his ſon's lives, and daughter's 
honour, of both which he thought me the invader—— 
She with pitying, dying, and reproaching looks be- 
ſeech'd me—and taught me what I ow'd her conſtant 
love—l yielded, Sir, I own, I yielded to the juſt ter- 
ror of their family reſentment, and to my miſtreſs's 
more dreadful upbraiding. Thus am l, Sir, the mar- 
tyr of a honeſt paſſion | 

O. Book, That ] moſt gone is, that you conceal'd 

. 5 3 


- 


bint—when next you L—are going to be witty 
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it from your beſt friend—I'Il inſtantly to Penelope”s 
father, and make my apology—He is my friend. (Exit. 
Lat. This marriage ſtrangely ſurpriz'd me | 
F. Book. Why, did you believe it too, as well as 
the old gentleman ? why then [ did it excellently—— 
ha! ha! ha! 
Lat. What, the watch the piſtol! lady ſwooning, 


her pitying, upbraiding looks! all chimzra ! 


7. Book. Nothing but downright wit, to keep my 
ſelf ſafe for Vickoria. 

Lat. May I deſire one favour ? 

Z. Bock. What can I deny thee, my privado ? 

Lat. Only that you'd give me ſome little ſ-cret 


But to jumble particulars ſo readily ! tis impoſſible 
you cou'd, I believe, at the beginning of your tale 
know the ending 

7. Book. Theſe are gifts, child, mere gifts; *tis not 
to be learnt—the ſkill of lying—Except humour, wit, 


Of — 


invention, preſence of mind, retention, memory, cir- 


cumſpection, c. were to be attained by induſtry— 
You mult not hum, nor haw, nor bluſh for't 
Lat. Who have we got here ? 


Betty Entering. 
Bet. May I be ſo bold as to crave the liberty to af: 


your name ? 
Z. Book. My bright hand-maid, my little ſhe Ganymede 


thou charming Hebe Vou may aik me my ame 


for I won't tell it you—till you do—becaulc Id kave 
the more words with you - 

Bet. Are not you Mr. Bookwwit ? 

Z. Book. The very fame, my dear. 

Bet. There then — He's a mighty pretty man. 

Exit. Petty. 

F. Bok. reading. You may wonder—this recning 
near Roſamond” pord, onthe other fide the Part, V i&toria, 
Oh the happineſs! What 1s become of the girl ? 


Oh! Latine/ Latine ! ask me fifty queſtions all at once! 


What ails me? Why this joy ?—Who is this from? 


| —Oh I could die methinks this moment, left there 


ſhould be in fate ſome future ill to daſh my preſent joy. 
Why, Zack, why doit not ak me | what s the matter : 
at. 
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Lat. If you'd but give me leave 

Y. Book. No, do not ſpeak—Let me talk all, I fain 
would celebrate my fair one's praiſe, her every beauty! 
But the mind is too full to utter any thing that is arti- 
culate, and will give way to nothing but mere 
names and inte: jeftions—Oh !——/i#oria !—Viforia ? 
—Viforia Oh my Viforia——Read there. 

Lat. Well, I own this is ſubſcribed Victoria But till 
IT am afraid of miſtakes. | 

Y. Book. No——Kneel down and aſk forgiveneſs — 
You don't believe that ſhe that would not ſpeak to me 
would write—But after all raptures and extaſies 
pr'ythee ſtep after the maid, learn what you can of her 
fortune, and ſo forti—Ger intereſt to be admitted 
another time. | Exit. Lat. 


Euter Frederick. 


Fred Sir, your ſervant. 

Y. Book. Yours, Sir, have you buſineſs with me ? 

Fred. This paper ſpeaks it. 

Z. Book. reading. Of a friend you've made me your 
mortal enemy—With your ſword JI expect ſatisfaction to- 
morrow morning at fix in Hyde-park. Lovemore. 
Do you know the contents of this letter? 

Fred. Ves, Sir, it is a challenge from Lowemore. 

J. Buck. Are you to be his ſecond ? 

Fred. ] offer'd it, but he will meet you fingle. 

F. Bok. Ihe fewer the better cheer. 

Fred. You're very plzalant, fir. | 

Z. Book. My good humour was ever challenge- 
proof—1 will be very punQual. [Exit Fred.] I fall 
into buſineſs very faſt There, thou dear letter of love 
be there, thou of hatred—There—Men of buſineſs 
muſt fort their papers I fear he ſaw me put up tuo 
letters, 435 


* Fnter Latine. 


Oh, Fack, more adventures, another lady has writ. 

Lat. Let's ſee it. 
. Back. No, always tender of zep.—ſhe is of qua- 
lity—A gentleman uſher came with i- can believe 
there's any. thing in that old whim of bring apt in 
one's mother's ſmock to be taus tuo ye tn pu T 
| 6 | a4 
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was uſed like other children—They clapp'd me on a 
ſcull-cap—ſwath'd me hard, play'd me in arms, and 
ſhew'd me Loxdon—But howe'er it comes about, I have 
ſtrange luck with the women. 
Lat. But let us ſee this letter. 

Z. Book. reading. No, no—A woman of condition to 
go %% far—But indeed your paſſion—your wit—My page, 
at the back-ſtairs ——Secrecy and your veracity. 

Lat. There her ladyſhip has nick'd it—Pox, I'll be 
as humorous and frolick as you—You pert fellows are 

the only ſucceſsful ——— | | 
T. Book. Well ſaid, lad—and as Mr. Bays ſays, now 
the plot thickens upon us, we'll ſpend our time as 
gaily as the beſt of em and all of it in love 

For fince through all the race of men we find : 


Each to ſome darling paſſion is inclin'd, 
Let lave be fill the bias of my mind. [Exeunt, 


Ac r ni. SCENE T. 
Enter Victoria and Betty. 


it. & HIS was indeed, Betty, a very diverting 

accident, that I ſhould be employ'd to write 

to her lover—Now I can't but think how angry my 

couſin Pen is She frets, I warrant, at her very look- 

ing-glaſs, which us'd to be her comforter upon all 
"occaſions. Ha! hat ha! 

Bes. I would not be in poor Mrs. Zetzice's place for 
all the world Nothing to be ſure can pleaſe to- 
day; did you mind how ſhe neſtled and fum'd inward- 
ly to ſee your ladyſhip look ſo well ?——Nay, indeed, 
madam, you were in high beauty 

Vic. Yet I muſt confeſs I was myſelf a little diſ- 
compos'd I was aſhamed for my friend And 
then to ſee her ſhew ſuch a regard for a fellow 
Bet. But I ſwear, were I to have my will, you ſhould 

be always angry at me—It gives your ladyſhip ſuch a 

retty fierceneſs, and quick ſpirit to your features— 
Not that you want it—yet it adds 


Vict. There are ſome people very unhappily pretend 
to 
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to fire and life ; there's poor ſtupid inſipid lady Pad 
has heard of the word ſpleen, and diſtaſte, and ſets up 
— being out of humour, with that unmeaning face of 
ers. 
Bet. You're in a fine humour, madam 
Viz. Her ladyſhip's phyſician preſcrib'd anger to 
her—upon which ſhe comes in publick with her eyes 
ſtaringly open—this ſhe deſigns for vivacity, and gapes 
about like a wandring country lady——She pretends to 
be aremarker, and looks at every body—But alas ſhe 
wants it here—and knows not that to ſee, is no more 
to look, than to go, is to walk For you muſt know, 
Betty, every child can ſee—but tis an obſerving crea- 
ture that can look—as every pretty girl can go, but 
*tis a fine woman that walks. £ 
Borh. Hal ha! ha! 
Vid. But by the way there's Mrs. Penelope, methinks, 
does neither; I have a kindneſs for her, but ſhe has 
no geſture in the leaſt—My dear 


Enter Penelope. 


Pen. Well, my dear 
Bet. How civilly people of quality hate one an- 
other. | IAlde. 
Pen. Well, my dear, were you not ſtrangely ſur- 
priz'd to ſee that this young Bookwit ſhould be the 
ſoldier we met this morning? 
Vid. The confident lying creature? Indeed I won- 
der'd you'd ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long. 
Pea. You muſt know, madam, he's married too at 
Oxford. 5 | 
Vict. The ugly wretch! I think him downright diſ- 
agreeable——But perhaps this is a fetch of hers ; 
he had no married look. | [ A/rde. 
Pen. Yet I am reſolved to go to your aſſignation, if 
it be but to confront the coxcomb, and laugh at his 
lye- Such fellows ſhould be made to know them- 
ſelves, and that they're underſtood. | 
Vid. Pll wait upon you, my dear, — She's very 
prettily dreſs'd. [ Aſide.] But indeed, my dear, you 
ſhan't go with your hood ſo—It makes you look 
abominably, with your head ſo forward—There— 
[ diſplacing her head.) That's ſomething—You had * 
| ore 
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fore a fearful, filly bluſhing look Now you command 


all hearts 

Pen. Thank you, my dear- 

Vidt. Your ſervant, deareſt 

Pen. But alas, Madam, who —y you to day f— 
Let me ſee—lIt is the hardeft thing in dreſs—l may 
ſay without vanity—T know a little of it—That ſo low 

on the cheek pulps the fleſh too much Hold ſtill, 

my dear, I'll place it juſt by your eye Now he 
downright ſquints. [ Afpde. 
Ji. There's nothing like a fincere friend for 
one is not a judge of one's ſelf ——I have a patch-box 
about me. Hold, my dear, that gives you a ſedate 
air, that large. one near your temples | 

Pen. People, perhaps, don't mind theſe things 
Bur if it be true as the poet finely fings, That all the 
paſſions in the features are, we may ſhew, or hide 'em, 
as we know how to affix theſe pretty artificial moles— 

Via. And fo catek lovers, and puzzle phyſiognomy. 

Pen. *T'is true; then pray, my dear, let me put a 
little diſdain in your face for we'll plague this fop 
— There—that on your forehead does it. 

Fig. Hold, my dear, I'll give indifference for him; 
a a patch juſt under the point of your lip exactly ſhews 
it—and that you're dumb to all applications. 

Pen. You wiſh 1 would be. Ale. 

Vid. There, my dear. 

Per. But, dear madam, your hair i 15 not half pow- 
der'd—Btty bring the powder-box to your lady) 
It gives one a clean look (though your eee does 
not want it) to enliven it. 

Via. Oh! fie, this fram you! but I know you 
won't flatter me, you're toomuch my friend. | 

Pen. Now, madam, you ſhall ſee— [ Powders her. 
Now ſhe looks like a ſpright. [ Afede. 

Jia. Thank you, my dear, we'll take an hack—— 
Our maids ſhall go with us—Come, my dear friend. 
| [Ex. Arm in Arm. 

Beit. Pray madam Lettice, be pleaſed to go on. 

Leit. Indeed madam, Hetty, Imuſt beg your pardon. 

Bett. J am at home, dear madam Lezrice: 

Lett. Well, madam, this is unkind———[ don't uſe 
you with this ceremony | Exeunt 

; Enter. 
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Enter Young Bookwit and Latine after a flouriſh. 


T. Book. Victoria] Victoria] Victoria? 

Lat. Make way, make way———By your leave 
Stand by — Viforia /! | 1 
Formoſam reſonare doces Amaryllida Sylvas. 

Y. Book. Well ſaid, Fack——Let me ſee any of your 
ſparks beſides my ſelf, keep ſuch an equipage ! I don't 
8 but in a little time I ſhall be a finer fop than 

the town has yet ſeen——All my lacqueys ſhall be lin- 
guiſts as thou art While thus I ride immortal ſteeds 
how my horſes ſtare at me They fee I am a 
very new ſort of beau — 

Lat. This is rare—The having this noiſe of muſick 
hut won't it be reckon'd a diſtur bance—— 

7. Bool. No, no, it is an uſual gallantry here—But 
the vocal is an elegance hardly known before me here 
who am the founder of accompliſhed fools—of which Pli 
inſtitute an order—All coxcombs of learning and parts 
thall after me be call'd Bookwwits—A ſect will ſoon 
he more numerous, and in more credit than your 
Ariſtotelians, Platoniſts and Academicks | 

Lat. Sir, *twill be extraordinary, and you are really 
a wiſe perſon—You pat your theory of philoſophy into 
prattice—'Tis not with you a dead letter 

Y. Book, Oh! Sir, no: The deſign of learning is 
for the uſe of life—T herefore [11 ſettle a family very 
ſuddenly, and ſhew my literature in oeconomy— 

Lat. As how, pray ? 

J. Book. Ul have four Peripatetick footmen, two 
followers of Ariftippus for Valets de Chambre, and an 
Epicurean cook—with an Hermetical chymiſt (who 
are good only at making fires) for my ſcullion, and 
then I think all is diſpos'd—But methinks this fair one 
takes ſtate upon her But I am none of your languiſh- 
ers—I am not known in town, and if I misbehave, 
?tis but being ſent back to my ſmall beer, and three 
half-penny commons—and J, like many another beau, 
only blaz'd and vaniſh'd 


Lat. But you know I love muſick immoderately— 
How do you diſpoſe your entertainment? let 'em 
begin — —— 

T. Bock, Well, give me but leave The fiddles will 

| CET. 
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certainly attract the ladies, I mean the nymphs who 
have grotto's round this enchanted foreſt— In the firſt 
place, your intelligences that move this vehicle—How 
the fellows ſtare ! 8 
Chair. Good your honour ſpeak to us in agli 
T. Book. Why then you chairmen——wherever I 
move, you are to follow me For I mean to ſtrut, 
ſhine through the duſk of the evening, and look as like 
a lazy town-fool as I can, to charm em : 
Lat. But the muſick—— be, 
T. Book. But remember, ye ſons of Phxbus, brethren 
of the ſtring and lyre; that is to ſay, ye fidlers,—Let. 
me have a flouriſh as I now direct When I lift up 
my cane, let it be martial If I but throw myſelf juſt 
forward on it, or raiſe it ſmoothly—— Sigh all for love, 
to ſhew, as I think fit That I would die, or fight 
for her you ſee me bow to Well then ſtrike ub 


SONG, by Mr. Leveridge. 
I. ” 
Va US has left her Grecian iſſes, 
With all her gaudy train 5 
Of liiile loves, ſoft cares and ſmiles, 
In my larger breaſt to reign. 
II. | 
Te tender herds and Iiſt' ning dier, 
Forget your food, forget your fear, 
The bright Victoria will be here. 


III. 
The ſavages about me throng, 
Mow'd with the paſſion of my ſong, 
And think Victoria ftays too long. 


Y. Book. There's for yon, Jact; is this not like a 
koe gentleman that writes for his own diverſion ? 
Lat. And nobody's elſe. = 

Y. Book. Now I warrant one of: your common ſparks 
would have ſtamp'd, fretted, and cry'd, What the devil 
fooPd ! jilted !- abus'd ! while I in metre, to ſhew you 
how well nothing at all may be made to run. - 


The 
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The ſavages about me throng, 
Mow'd with the paſſion of my ſong, 
And think Victoria ftays ioo long. 
Tat. I begin to be one of thoſe ſavages. 


Euter Victoria, Penelope, Lettice and Betty. 


Pia. We had better have ſtaid where we were, and | 


liſtened to the charming echo, then have come in ſearch 
of that lyar. 


Lat. Do you ſee yonder ? | =. 
Z. Book. [Gives the /ign and ſingt himſelf.] Thus, 


madan, have I ſpent my time almolt ever ſince I ſaw. 


you, repeated your name to the woods, the dales, and 
echoing groves —— | 
Pen. Pr'ythee obſerve him. Now he begins. 
T. Book. I had not time to carve your name on every 


tree, but that's a melancholy employment, not for 


thoſe lovers who are favour'd with aſſignation 
Vid. Pr'ythee, couſin, do you talk to him in my 

name.-—I'Il be filent till I ſee farther. | 
Pen. The ſpring is now ſo forward, that it muſt in- 


deed be attributed to your paſſion that you are not in 


the field. | | 

Y. Book. You do me juſtice, madam, in that thought, 
for I am ſtrangely peſtered to be there. Well, the 
French are the moſt induſtrious people in the world— 


I had a letter from one of their generals, that ſhall be 


nameleſs (it came over by the way of Holland) with an 
offer of very great terms, if I would but barely ſend 
my opinion in the uſe of pikes—about which he tells 

me, their prince and generals have lately held a grand 
court martial. 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Lat. Theſe cunning things keep ſtill together to 
puzzle us—['l! alarm him. Sir, one word 


Vid. Come, come, we'll have no whiſpering, no 
meſſages at preſent. Some other ladies have ſent, but 
they ſhan't have you from us. 

th. Ha! ha! ha! | 

T. Book. I hold myſelf oblig'd to be of the ſame hu- 
mour ladies are in, Ha! ha! ha! Now pray do me 

the favour to tell me what I laugh'd at. 


Pen. 
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Pen. Why you muſt know—Your talking of the 
French and war, put us in mind of a young coxcomb 
that came laſt night from Oxford, calls himſelf ſoldier, 
treats ladies, fights battles, raiſes jealouſies with down- 
Tight lyes of his own inventing ; ha ! ha ! ha! 

T. Book. That muſt be an impudent young raſcal 
certainly ! ha! ha! ha! bY 
Vid. Nay, this is beyond compariſon- 

T. Bool. I can't conceive how one of theſe ſneaking 
Academicks could perſonate ſuch a character: for we 
bred in cainps, have a behaviour that ſhews we are 
us'd to act before crouds 

Pen. Tis certainly ſo—Nay he has been confronted 
with it, as plainly as I ſpeak to you, and yet not bluſt'd 
for it, but carry'd it as if he knew not the man. | 

T. Book. That may be, tis want of knowing them- 

felves makes theſe coxcombs ſo confident. 
Pen. The faithleſs ! ſhameleſs ! Well then, to ſee 
if poſſible ſuch a one may be brought to that ſenſe, 1 
tell you, this worthy hero two days ago was in hang- 
ing-fleeves at Oxford, and is called Mr. Bcokwir. 
Ha! ha! | | 

T. Boot. Well, was it not well enough carry'd ?— 
Pho, I knew you well enough, and you knew me, 
before you writ to me for Mr. Bookwwit's ſon. But I fell 
into that way of talking purely to divert you. I 
knew you a woman of wit and ſpirit, and that 2 
that part would at leaſt ſhew I had fire in me, an 
wiſh'd myſelf what I would be half an age to ſerve 
and pleate you—Suffer in camps, all the viciſſitudes 
of burning heats and ſharp afflifting colds —— 

Via. Look you, Sir, I ſhall tell Mrs Matilda New- 
ton, your ſpouſe at Oxford, what you are ſaying to 
another lady ” 1 5 
Pen. Pr'ythee couſin, never give your ſelf the trou- 
ble to meddle in ſuch a work—One hardly knows how 
to ſpeak it to a gentleman, but don't touch the affair of 
fo impudent a lyar | . 


Y. Book. Ha! ha! ha! Why madam, have they 
told you of the marriage too? Well, I was hard 
put to it there. I had like to have been gravell'd, 
faith——You were more beholden to me for that, than 
any tning. Had it not been for that, they had _ 

| ry'd 
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ry'd me to Mrs. Penelope, old Getævell's grandaughter ; 
the great fortune. But I refus'd her for you ho 
are a greater [Alde. 
Lat. Sir, fir, pray one word | 

Pen. and Vid. Stand off, firrah. | 
Via. You ſhan't come near him, none of your 
dumb figns. 55 

Pen. Then you have refus'd Penelope, tho' a greater 
fortune. What could you diſlike in her ? | 
T. Book, The whole woman——Her perſon, nor 
carriage pleaſe me. She is one of thoſe women of 
condition, who do and ſay what they pleaſe with an 
aſſur'd air, and think that's enough, only to be call'd 
fine miſtreſs ſuch a one's manner : 

Pen. This is not to be endur'd—LI do aſſure you, 
Sir, Mrs. Penelope has refus'd your betters. 

T. Beck. I don't much value my betters in her judg- 
ment—But am ſorry to ſee you concern'd for her. 
When I have been at church, where I firſt ſaw you— 
I've ſeen the gay giddy thing in a gallery watching 

eyes to make curt'ſies. She is indeed a very ceremoni- 
ous church woman, and never is guilty of a ſin of 
omiſſion to any lady of quality within eye-ſhot—in 
ſhort, I don't like the woman, and wou'd go to Tunis 
or Aleppo for a wife, before Pd take her: 

Vidt. I cannot bear this of my friend: if you go on 
Sir, at this rate, Tunis or Aleppo are the propereſt pla- 
ces for you to ſhew your gallantry in, t'will never be 
received by any here—I hope ſhe believes me. {| Ade. 

Pen. The lady's in the right on't, who can con- 
fide in a known common impottor ? | | 
T. Book, Ah madam! how can you uſe a man that 
loves you, ſo unjuſtly ?—But call me what you will, 


lyar, cheat, impoſtor——do but add, your ſervant, ang | 


1 am ſatisfied. I have indeed, madam, ran through 
many ſhifts in hopes to gain you—and could be 
contented to run throngh all the ſhapes in Ovid's . 
| Metamorthofis, cou'd I but return to this on my bended 
knees, of my fair one's humbleſt ſervant. | 

Vid. Pr'ythee let us leave him—as you told me, I 
wonder you can ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long 
Leave him, let him kneel to the trees, and call to "wo 

| Woods 
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woods if he will—— Ob, I could brain him How 


ugly he looks kneeling to her ! [ Ara. 

Pen. No, I'll ſtay to plague him more—But what 
opinion can I have of this ſudden paſfion.—You hardly 
| know me, I believe, or my circumſtances ! 
T. Book. No, no, not I—I don't know you, your 
mother was not alderman Sterling's daughter—your fa- 
ther Mr. Philips of Grays-1nn, who had an eſtate and 
never praQtis'd? you had not a brother kill'd at Lan- 
den? your ſiſter Diana is not dead? nor you are not 
co-heireſs with miſs Molly, —— No, madam, I don't 

know you, no, nor love you. | 
Pen. 1 wiſh I had taken her advice in going He 
means her all this while. Pſhaw this is downright 
fooling. Let's go, my dear, leave him to the woods, 
as you ſay. I wiſh 'twas full of bears. { 4fiae. 
Lid. No, Now [I'll ſtay to plague him. 

Pen. No, you ſhan't ſtay—Sir, we | oa given our- 
ſelves the diverſion to ſee you and confront you in 
your falſhoods; in which you have entangled your 
ſelf to that degree, you know not even the woman you 
pretend to; and therefore, fir, I ſo far deſpiſe you, 
that if you ſhould come after me with your fiddles—. 
I have a porter Ready to let you in. LAide. 
Vid. I don't know how to threaten a gentleman in 

that manner : but I'm ſure I ſhall neverentertain any 
man that has diſobliged my friend, while my name's 
Videoria ! 5 Exeunt arm in arm. 
Lat. Maſter, methinks theſe ladies don't underſtand 
wit. They are very rough with you. 

T. Bok. Ay, they were ſomewhat dull——But really 
Victoria diſcover'd herſelf at her going, methinks 
agreeably enough TE 

Lat. I believe they are irrecoverably loſt. Pox on't, 
when I gave you ſo many ſigns to . 

Y. Book. Well, hang thinking. Let's to the 
tavern, and in every glaſs name a new beauty; till 
1 either forget, or am in ſpir'd with ſome new project 

to attain her. ” | 


While in a lovely boawl I dronen my care, | 
She'll ceaſe to be, or 1 to think her, fair. ren 
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ACT iv. SCENE. I. 
SCEN E, Covent Garden. 
| Enter Y, eung Bookwit and Latine. 


Z. Book. HIS Roebuck has almoſt done my buſi- 

neſs——Rigby's an honeſt fellow, and 

wou'd not poiſen us. The wine had good-humour, 

mirth and joy in't. My blood beats high and frolick ? 
What ſays my dear lacquey ? ha? | 

Lat. Why, fir, I ſay, fir, that I am in fo noble, ſo 

exalted a condition, that I almoſt forget I am your 


honour's footman. 


T. Book. Do but your buſineſs well l 
Lal. Who ſays the tongue ſtutters, legs falter, and 
eyes fail with drink —' Tis falſe, my dear maſter, m 
tongue runs faſter than ever—my legs ſo briſk 
and nimble, that I can't ſtand ſtill ; and my eyes are 
better then ever they were for I ſee every thing dou- 
ble. But the letter, the letter, I warrant I give it her. 

. Book. Here, here, Jack, take it. 

Lat. Let's come nearer the lamp—This is the foul 
copy of it that *tis wrap'd in—Let me judge—Now 
Flt be ſedate Let me read it again. | 

T. Boot. But you look curſedly fluſter' d; they'll 
ſay you're drunx Let's ſee, I muſt comb your wig 
a little. 7 

Lat. I ſhall be kick'd for this letter here about the 
middle—You ſhould not talk of joys too ſfoon—You 
ſhould write miſerable a fortnight, or three weeks longer 
I ſhall be kick'd. 

T. Book. What then? what then? A man of your 
philolophy muſt needs remember, the body's but the 
organ of the mind—kicks come under the topick of 
things without—What ſhall 1 do for powder for this 

ſmart bob ? [ Combs but his own wig into Lat. 

Lat. *Tis no matter, fir, powder comes under the 
notion of things without. 

Y. Beat. On! but ladies are no philoſophers ; 


but 
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but as to being drubb'd (thoſe ſtockings too) you muſt 
fix your imagination upon ſome other object, and you 
_ by force of thought ſuſpend your feeling. The 
body 1s but the inſtrument of the mind—and you may 
command an inſtrument. 

Lat. No, fir, Pd have you to know, I'll fave my 
carcaſe by mere dint of eloquence. You have no 
Other orders ? 1 Th 

T. Bock. No: but may perſuaſion, grace and elo. 
cution hang on thy lips. But if you can come in to 
Victoria, ſhe and the wine you've drank will inſpire 
you. Farewel. . | [ Exit. 

Lat. This is the enchanted caſtle which the lady 
fair inhabits, Ha! Mr. Simon, fir, Im your molt 
humble ſervant—— My dear friend——— 


Enter Simon, 


Sim. Your ſervant, good fir, my lady is with madam 
Viforia at cards—She'll lie here to-night—But all's 
ruin'd. They are both huge angry with your maſter, 
But Lettice having taken a fancy to you, Mr. John, 
ſpoke up rarely, that ſhe did indeed. 

Lat. Cai.''t one come to the ſpeech of her? 

Sim. I was ordered to have a ſtrict eve to the door, 
and let nobody in whatever I don't care for going 
up, becauſe ſhe'll ſee I have made a cap of one of the 
fineſt napkins, for which ſhe'll make a plaguy noiſe. 

Lat. Nay, nay, you are exactly of my mind, I love 
to avoid anger. | 

Sim. You are a little diſguis'd in drink tho', Mr. 
Jobn— But I han't ſeen you, not I—Go ſtrait up. 
Mrs. Lertice is in the anti- chamber. 

Lat. I thank you, dear friend. My maſter bids me 
upon theſe occaſions | Gives him money. 

Sim. Lbeg your pardon, good Mr Jobn. 

Lat. Look you, I am a ſervant as well as you, what 
do you mean Mr. Simon / Come, come, time's preci- 
ous. When yourlady's marry'd, all theſe vales will end. 

Sim. Nay, I ſaid behind your back, Mr. John, that 
you were very well ſpoken Well, put up briſkly. III 
ſtand your friend as much as one ſervant can to ano- 
ther, againſt all maſters and miſtreſſes whatever. _ 
Lat. Thanks, good Mr. Simon, IExeunr. 

SCENE 
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SCENE opens and diſcovers Lettice reading by a ſnall 
candle, two large ones by her unlighted. 5 
Tiett. Tis a moſt fad thing, one dares not light a 
large candle, except company's coming in; and I 
ſcarce can read this piteous ſtory— Vell in all theſe di/- 
treſſes and as e the faithful Argalus was renown'd 
all over the plains of OT. his loyal 
and true affection to his charming paramour, Parthenia--- 
Bleſſings vn his heart for it—there's no ſuch ſuitors 
now a-days [ Weeping. | But 1 hope they'll 
come together again at the end of the book, and mar- 
ry, and have ſeveral children Ohl bleſs me! A 
man here! [Turns over the leaves.) The gentleman's 
pretty man—— [ A/ede. 
; Enter Latine. 

I wonder by what means, with what impudence, 
you could offer to come up ſtairs, at this time o'the 
night, and my lady in the next room! proteſt [11 
cry out. = lu @ low voice all. 

Lat. Dear Mrs. Lettice, my dove to you [ Aloud. 

Lett. Hiſt ! hiſt ! Jam methinks, however, loth to 
diſcover you, becauſe ſervants mult do as they are bid 
for I know it was not to ſee me, but ſome meſ- 
ſage from your maſter you came abour. 

Lat. I offer'd to bring a letter from him, in hopes 
to ſee you, my deareſt. I'll not give it at all, I don't 
care, my deareſt. [ Kifſes ber hand. 

Lett. Pho! pho! now you are rude, becauſe you 
know one dare not diſcover you, you do what you 
will. How he kiſſes one's hand—I warrant he has 
kiſs'd his betters. Pray did you never live in a lady's 
ſervice ? 

Lat. No, nor do I value any of the ſex but your 
dear felf Mrs. Le:tice—T would be diſcover'd. [| Aide. 
I'm in a rapture! in a flame! | 

Pen. Within, Who's there? [Voice within, 

Lett. Hiſt | hiſt ! cou'd not you have forc'd a kiſs 
quietly—— Madam Madam Hold me faſt 
Shew the letter, my lady's coming tell you, fir, 
ſhe will receive no meſſage at all Get you down 
ſtairs, you impudent ! Hold me faſter yet, ſhe loves 
your maſter, | [Softly afide 10 Lati ne. 


Euter 
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Enter Penelope and Victoria. 
Pen. What can this mean ? What fellow's that 
has ſeiz'd the wench? | 
Lett. Madam, madam, here's Mr. Rookevir's foot- 


man drunk, and has directly ſtole up flairs with ſome 
ill deſign, I fear on me— ut has a letter from his 
maſter to your ladyſhip, | 

Pen. Call up the 3 Simon, William, Kate, 
Ale; I'll have the raſcal well baſted for his inſolence 
— ZServ'd juſt as his maſter deſerves. 

Lat. kneeling. Let not thoſe lips, more ſweet than 
labour of Hyblecan bees, utter a ſentence, as if a Li- 
byan konefs on a mountain gave thee ſuck, and thou 
wert the obdurate offspring of a rock. | 

Vie. Hyblzan ! Libyan ! obdurate ! Ridiculous ——- 

The fellow has got his maſter's cant! ha! ha! ha! 
Pen. I'll put him out of it, Ill warrant you 
What, will no one come up there? | 


Enter Servants with Brooms, &c. 


| Lat. Oh! for the force of eloquence to allay and re- 
concile the paſſion of tifis angry manſion— had like 


to have ſaid plain houſe, which had been againſt the 


laws of buſkio, in which I would at preſent talk. 
Pen. Did you ever hearany thing like this ? ha! ha? 
Mad. Madam, ſhall I beat him ? i 
Lat. Ah culinary fair, compoſe thy rage ; thou 
whoſe more ſkilful hand is ſtill employed in offices for 
the ſupport of nature, deſcend not from thyſelf, thou 
bright cookmaid—There I ſunk again! with height- 
ned guſts and quickning taſtes, by you what wou'd be 


labour elſe is made delight. Thou great robuſt, let 


not thy hand all red aſſault a life it ſhould rather preſerve. 


Maid. Good madam, excuſe me, I can't touch him 


I have bowels for him. : [ Weeping, 
Simon. I wiſh I had his learning, I'll warrant he 
buys in every thing where he lives. . 


Lat. This, madam, this faithful paper tells you the 


paſſions of the tendereſt heart that ever bled for cruel 
maid— Oh Victoria did you but hear his ſighs, his 
reſtleſs hours ! — how often he repeats Victoria . 
Lett. Victoria Then I find this is none on't meant 
to my lady—Nor to me neither———"The maſter and 
the man are both rogues, | { 4/ide, 


| 
( 
| 
1 


. 
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devoted to you. 
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Pen. Receive your ſeaſonable epiſtle now at mid- 
night! | 

Tia. He can't mean me——To you he all alon 
addreſs'd—Wou'd I could read it without her. — 
Pen. To ſhew you I value neither author nor bearer 

| of it—Kick the fellow down. 
Lat. Nay madam, fince matters mnſt come to er- 
tremities, I'd rather have the honour of your ladyſhip's 
command, to be cudgel'd by your good family, than 
have it from my maſter. A diſappointed lover in his 
rage will ſtrike ſtone- walls, and thin s inanimate, much 
more a poor live footman. Therefore I muſt deliver 


my _— read it to you ladies, for I ſee you 
are friends. ST Ts 


Pen. Away with him. | 

Lat. IF the fencerity of my intentions were not ———= 

Lett. Get out, falſe wretch. v7 | 

Lat. Demonſirable, in ſpite 7x 

Maid. Take that | | 

Lat. Theſe accidents, in which I have been involv'd, # 
ſhould not dare to tell you how alternately joys, raptures, 
extacies, miſeries, doubts, and anxieties do atiack a breaſt 


Whither ſhall injur'd vutue fly for ſhelter, 
When love and honour ſuffer, thus in me 
Oh! I could rage, call elements about me, ſpout ca- 

taracts = 3 
Muſt I be drubb'd with bro: m- ſtaves? 


f . [ Exit. Lat. 
| Pen. Come in, my dear, again The night is 
cold. 1 


[ Exeunt. 


Euer Lovemore and Frederick. 


Love. It is fo pleaſant a night, that I will ſee you 
over the garden to your lodgings | - 

Fred. 'That compliment won't paſs upon m 
Your reaſon for ſauntring this way is that 'tis near 
Penelope 's. f 5 

Love. I come for her ſake ! No; ſhould ſhe write, 
beſeech, kneel to me, I think I ne'er ſhould value her 
more. No, I il be no longer her tool, her jeſt ; ſhe ſhall 
not dally with a paſſion the deſerves not. 


Cc | Fred. 


x 
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Fred. Twere very well, were this reſolution in your 
power; but believe me, friend, one ſmile, one glance 
that were but doubtful, whether favourable, would 
conquer all your indignation. | 

Low. Faith, I'm afraid what you ſay is true. 

Fred. Then ſtrive not to be rationally mad, which 
you attempt, if you think you can at once be at your 
own command and at another's — Wou'd you be maſter 
of your ſelf, and have a miſtreſs ? 

Low. But I can rebel againſt that miſtreſs. 

Fred, Do if you can Nay, I'm ſure *tis in your 
power, becauſe to-morrow morning you are to fight a 
rival for her—becauſe tho* you know ſhe lies Bock 
wards, and you can't ſo much as fee her chamber- 
window, you muſt needs walk hither. Well, I pro- 
teſt I'm of your mind; there is methinks now a par- 
ticular amiable gloom about that houſe—Tho' per- 
haps to ordinary beholders it is exactly like the others. 

Lowe. You are very witty, I muſt confeſs, at your 
friend's follies, Mr. Frederick. 

Fred. I won't then any longer aiſturb your medi- 
tation, but e'en go home like a dull rogue as I am, 
and without love enough to any woman, or hatred 
enough to any man to keep me awake fall faſt 
aſleep I was going to wiſh you reſt, but you 
are above all that If it ſhould rain, I'd adviſe you 
not to forget it does, but go into the Piazza. [Exir. 

. Love. Tis very well, I'm deſervedly laugh'd at. 
But the door opens ——- Bookwit's footman ! [Latine 
 crofſes the ſtage. ] the maſter I ſuppoſe is there too: I'll 
watch for his coming out—The morning approaches 
too ſlowly——He ſhall not ſleep to-night except it be 
for ever Oh revenge! Oh jealouſy |— | 


Enter young Bookwit, #vith a Bottle and Glaſs, ſinging, 


V. Book. Since the aay of poor man, 
That little little ſpan, 
The” long it can't laſt, 
For the future and paſt 
Is ſpent with remorſe and deſpair : 


With 
3 | 


The LADIES FriENDSHIP. 5 


With ſurb a full glaſs 
Let that of life paſs, 
*Tis made up of trouble, 
A florm tho a bubble, 
There's no bliſs but forgetting your care. 


I wonder what's become of poor Laline, I with he has 
a bumper of thi I Drin. 

Low. I have no patience to obſerve his inſoleat jol- 
lity ; how immoderately joyful my miſery has made 
him! Bookawit / 

F. Book. Lovemore? 

Love. What, ſir! are you diverting the thoughts of 
to-morrow morning's buſineſs with midnight riot? Or 
is it an aſſignation keeps you out of bed thus late? 

Y. Book. An hour or two till morning is not much in 
either of our lives Therefore I muſt tell you now, 
fir, I am ready for your meſſage. | 

Love. That conſcious light and ſtars are witneſſes 
of. | 


Y. Book, I want no witneſſes I have a ſword, 
as you bid me meet you. [They draw and fight. 
Love. You've done my buſineſs. [ Falls. 
Y. Book. Then I've done what you deſired me. But 
this is no place for me, [ Exit. 


Enter C onſlable and IWatchmen. 


Conf. Where, where was this claſhing of ſwords? 
ſo ho! ſo ho! you fir, what are you dead, ſpeak friend, 
What are you afraid of? If you are dead, the law Can't 
take hold of you. | 
Match. I beg your pardon, Mr. Conflable, he ought 
by the law to be carried to the round-houſe for being 
dead at this time of night. 
Conſt. Then away with him you three — And 
you, gentlemen, follow me, to find out who killed 
him. | „ [Exeunt 
Enter Simon. ; 


Simen. What's the matter, good gentlemen, what's 
the matter! Oh me! — Mr, Lowemore kill'd Oh 
C 2 —_— 2? 
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mol my mind gives me that it muſt be about our young 
ady. | 
Watch. Does it ſo, fir ? then you muſt ſtay with us. 
| '[ Some hold Simon, aubilft others carry Lovemore .] 
Sim. I ſlay with you! Oh gemeni ! Indeed I can't— 
They can't be without me at our houſe. 
Watch. But they muſt, friend Hark'e friend 
I hope you will be hang'd. Whiſpers him. 
Sim. 1 hang'd ! pray fir, take care of your words ; 
madam Penelote's, our young lady's ſervant hang'd! 
take care what you ſay. 


Enter Latine. 


| Lax. Whither can this Bookwwir be gone? | 
Simon. Oh! Mr. John, Mr. Lovemore is kill'd juſt 
now, fince you went out of our houſe ; and you and 
your maſter muſt have a hand in't. : 
Lat. How! Lovencre kill'd! [They ſeize Latine. 


Enter others with young Bookwit. 


7. Bock. Hands off, dirty midnight raſcals—let me 
or | 
Conft. Sir, what were you running ſo faſt for, there's 
a man killed in the Garden, and you're a fine gentle- 
man, and it muſt be you—for good honeſt ——_ only 
beat one another - : 
Lat. Nay, nay, we are all in a fair way to be fine 
gentlemen, Mr. Simon and all | 
Conſt. Hands off, raſcals, you faid juſt now——do 
you know what a conſtable 1s ? 
T. Beek. The greateſt man in the pariſh when all the 
reſt are aſleep. Ea 
Conſt. Come, come — I find they are deſperate fel- 
lows, we'll to the juſtice, and commit 'em immediately. 
PI teach raſcals to ſpeak high-treaſon againſt a pet- 
ty conſtable [ Exeunt. 


Enter Frederick, and Old Bookwit. 


O. Zoot. You well may be ſurpriz'd at my * ng 
N ere 
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here for your coming home—But you'll pardon me, 
ſince it 1s to eaſe me of an anxiety that keeps me 
waking. Ne: | | 
i Fred. I ſhall be very glad if I am capable of doing 
that. | x 

O. Book. You knew my Tom at Oxford—and I be- 
lieve were not ſo hard a ftudent, but you made ſome 
acquaintance in the town—Therefore pray tell me— 


do you know Mr. Newton there? his family, deſcent, 
and fortune ? 


Fred. What Netten? | | | 

O. Bo. I'll tell yon, fir, what you young fellows 
take moſt notice of old ones for A token that you 
needs muſt know him by— He's the father of the fair 
Matilda, your celebrated beauty of that town. 

Fred. 1 aſſure you, fir, I never heard of the father 
or daughter, *till this inftant——therefore I'm confi- 
dent there's no ſuch beauty —— 1 

O. Book, Oh fir, I know your drift you're tender 
of informing me for my ſon's fake He told me all 
himſelf —1 know all the progreſs of his love with the 
young lady—How he was taken in the night in her 
bed-chamber by his piſtol going off—the family diſ- 
turbance that was rais'd upon't, which he compos'd by 
marryin I know it all 

Fred. Is Tom Bookwit then marry'd at Oxford ? 

O. Bock. He is indecd, fir, therefore our affairs are 
now ſo link'd, that *twill be an ill office both to the 
Newtons,and to us, to conceal any thing from me that. 
relates to them. 

Fred. A man can't be ſaid to conceal what he does 
not know. But it ſeems, it was Mr. Bookwwit gave you 
this account himſelf. | 
p O. Book. Yes, fir; I told you, fir, I had it from him- 
elf. 

Fred. Then l'm ſure there was nothing left out, he 
never tells a ſtory by halves — 

O. Book. Why then you think my ſon's a lyar. 

Fred. Oh fie, fir, but he enlivens a mere narration 
with variety of accidents—To be plain, his diſcourſe 

ains him more applauſe than credit—You could not,. 
i believe, have married your ſon to a leſs expenſive lady 
3 = In 
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ia England, than this Mrs. Matilda—1'!l be ſworn you'll 

avoid all the charge of gay dreſs, high play, and ſtately 
_ childbirth vou underſtand me, ir! | 

O. Beet. I never could ſee any thing in my ſon, that's 

diſingenuous, to put his aged father to this ſhame. 

Fred. Never fret or grieve for't—He told Lowemors 
this morning, ſuch a relation of his feaſting ladies, and 
1 know not what——that he has brought a tilt upon 
his hands, to-morrow morning — therefore Keep bim 
at home PII to his adverſary, and fo we'll con- 
vince him of a fault which has ſo ul (tho' not in- 
tended) conſequences. = 

O. Book. You'll highly oblige me, fir : IIl treuble 
you no longer. [ Excuat. 


SCENE Newgate. Young Bookwit, Latine, Simon, 
1 Storm, evith the crexd of jail-birds. 


Sterm. I apprehend, fir, by Mr. Turzkey the gentle- 
man there with a broken noſe, that you're brought in 
for murther——T honour you, fir, -I don't queſtion 
but *twas done like a gentleman —— | 

2. Bok. I hope it will appear ſo. 

Storm. I come, I fear, fir, to your acquaintance- 
with ſome prejudice, becauſe you ſee me thus in irons 
but affliction is the portion of the virtuous and 
the gallant | | 

T. Book. It does not depreſs, fir, but manifeſt the 
brave. — | 

Sterm. Right, fir, I find you're noble—you may 
perhaps have heard of me—my name is Storm. —T his 

erſon, my friend, who is called Faggot, and myſelf 
| 85 expoſed by an ungrateful world to feel its cruel- 
ty andcontempt of ragged virtue—made war upon it 
'—and in open day infeſted their high-road. 
T. Book. Your humble ſervant, gentlemen, I do con- 
ceive you——Your ſpirits could not ſtoop to barter 
on the change, to ſneer in courts, to lye, to flatter, 
or to creep for bread. You therefore choſe rather to 
prey like lions, than betray like crocodiles, or fawn 
ike dogs—You took upon you ta interrupt the com- 
| merce 
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merce of a cheating world — to unload the uſurer of his 
anxious pelf, and ſave the thoughtleſs landed boy, he 
travell'd to undo—with a thouſand ſuch good actions, 
by which means you two are infamous, for what two 
millions of you had been glorious. 

Storm. Right, fir, —] ſee you're knowing, fir, and 
learn'd in man. This gentleman Mr. Charcoal the chy- 
miſt, was our ſecret correſpondent, and as we never 
robb'd a poor man—ſo he never cheated a fool; but 
ſtill impos'd on your molt ſprightly wits and genius 
Fellows of fire, and metal, whoſe quick fancies and 
"_ wiſhes form'd reaſons for their undoing. He is 
a follower of the great Raimundus Lullius ; the publick 
think to frighten him into their own purpoſes, But he'll 
leave the ungrateful world without the ſecret 
Char. You, know, fir, he that firſt aſſerted the An- 
tipodes, dy'd for that knowledge! and I, fir, having 
found out the melioration of metals, the ignorant will 
needs call it coining—and I'm to be hang'd for't, 
would you think it? 5 

T. Book. When, pray, fir, are you to be immortal? 

Char. On Friday next—l'm very unhappy our ac- 
quaintance is to be ſhort—Pm very ſorry your bu- 

daes is not over, ſir, that if it muſt be, we might go 
together. 

Y. Book. I'm highly obliged to you, fir. 

Char. Yet let me tell you, fir, becauſe by ſecret 
ſympathy I'm yours—L muſt acquaint you, if you can 
obtain the favour of an opportunity and a crucible—— 
I can ſhew projection directly Sol, fir, So/, fir, 
more bright than that high luminary the Latins call'd 
ſo— Wealth ſhall be yours—We'll turn each bar about 
us into golden ingots—Sir, can you lend me half a 
crown ? | 

Y. Beek. Oh, fir, a trifle between ſuch old acquaintance. 

Storm. You'll be indicted, fir, to-morrow—lI would 
adviſe you, when your indictment's read to one 
thing that is—-don't cavil at falſe Latin; but if 
by chance there ſt.ould be a word of good, except to 
that, and puzzle the whole court. 

Y. Book. Sir, I'm oblig'd 5 

Storm. I defy the world to ſay, Jever did an ill 2 


C 4 
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F love my friend—but there is always ſome little trifle 
given to priſoners, they call garniſh ; we of the road 
are above it, but o't'other ſide of the houſe, filly raſcals 
that came voluntarily hither—Such as are in for fools, 
 fign'd their own mittimus,in being bound for others, may 
perhaps want it: VII be your faithful almoner. 
F. Bock. Oh, by all means, fir, [Gives him money. 
Storm. Pray fir, is that your footman ? 
Y. Boek. He is my friend, fir. 
Storm, Look you, fir, the only time to make uſe of 
a friend is in extremity - do you think you cou'd 
not hang him, and ſave your ſelf; fir, my ſervice to 
you, your own health. | 
Pri}. Captain, your health. —_ it to the next priſoner, 
2 Pri}. Captain, your bealth. | of fs | 
Sb'orm. But perhaps the captain likes brandy better. 
So-ho! Brandy there—{drixks.}]—But you don't per- 
| haps like theſe ſtrong liquors—Cyder ho! Drink to 
him in it—Gentlemen all- But captain, I fee you don't 
love cyder netther—You and I will be for claret then 
—Ah marry ! I knew this would pleaſe [dr:i»ks.] you. 
Fdrinks again.] Faith we'll make an end on't, I'm glad 
you like it. | 
Turn. I'm ſorry, captain Storm, to ſee you impoſe 
upon a gent!eman, and put him to charge in his miſ- 
ſortune—If a petty-larceny fellow had done thi 
Burt one of the road. g | 
Storm, | beg your pardon, fir, I don't queſtion but 
the captain underſtands there is a fee to you for going 
to the keeper's fide. [Book. and Latine give him money] 
[ ExeuntTurnkey, Simon olleauing.] Nay, nay, you muſt 
Ray here, 1 
- Sim. Why I am Simon, madam Penehpe's man. 
Storm. Then madam Penelope's man muſt ſtrip for 
garniſh ; indeed, maſter Simon, you muſt, ; 
Sim. Thieves ! thieves! thieves ! . 
Storm. Thieves! thieves! Why you ſenſeleſs dog, 
do you think there's thieves in Nexgate ? Away with 
him to the tap houſe. [ Puſpbes him off. ] We'll drink his 
coat off. Come my little chymiſt, thou ſhalt tranſ 1 
| this 
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this jacket into liquor, liquor that will make us for- 
get the evil day——And while day is ours, let us be 
merry. | 
Fer little villains muſt ſubmit to fate, 

That great ones may enjoy the world in ftate. 


1 n _ 2 P 


ACT v. SCENE T. 
SCEN E, Newpate. 


$CENE opens, and diſcovers Bookwit on a couch aſleep, 
Latine looling on bin. | I 


Lat. OW quietly he reſts ! Oh that I could, by 

EE watching him, hanging thus over him, and 

feeling all his care, protract his ſleep ! 

Oh ſlec p! thou ſweeteſt gift of heaven to man, 

Still in thy downy arms embrace my friend, 

Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent trance 

To ſenſe of yeſterday, and pain of being; 

In thee oppreſſors ſooth their angry brow, 

In thee th' oppreſs'd forget tyrannick pow'r, 

In thee—— | | 

The wretch condemn'd 1s equal to his judge, 

And the ſad lover to hi: cruel fair; 

Nay, all the. /hining glocies men purſue, 

When thou art wanted, are but empty noiſe : 

Who then weu'd court the pomp of guilty power, 

When the mind fickens at the weary ſhew, 

And flies to temporary death for eaſe; 

When half our life's ceſſation of our being 

He awakes eo 

How do I pity that returning life, 

Which I could hazard thouſand lives to fave ! 

JT. Beek, How heavily do' I awake this morning! 

Oh this ſenſeleſs drinking! To ſuffer a whole week's: 

pain. for an hour's jollity—M «thinks my ſenſes are 
E burn · 
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burning round me—T have but interrupted hints of the 

laſt mght—— Ha! in a gaol; Oh! I remember, 1 

remember: Oh Lowemore ] Lovemore ! 1 remember— 
Lat. You muſt have patience, and bear itlike a man. 
T. Book, Oh! Whither ſhall I run t'avoid myſelf ? 

Why all theſe bars ? Theſe bolted iron gates? 

They're needlefs to ſecure me—Here, here's my rack, 

My gaol, my torture— * 

Oh! I can't bear it—I cannot bear the ruſhing. 

Of new thoughts 

Fancy expands my ſenſes to diſtraction, 

And my ſoul ſtretches to that boundleſs ſpace, 

To which I've ſent my wretched, wretched friend. 

Oh ! Latine ! Latine / Is all our mirch and humour 

come to this ? DD na 

Give me thy boſom, cloſe in thy boſom hide me 

From thy eyes, I cannot bear their pity or reproach— 
Lat. Dear Bockwitr, how heartily I love you 1 

don't know what to ſay——But pray have patience. 
Y. Bock. If you can't bear my pain, that's but com- 

municated by your pity—— How ſhall I my proper 

inborn woe, my wounded mind? | 
Lat. In all aſſaults of fortune that ſhould be ſerene, 

Not in the power of accident or chance——— 
Y. Beek. Words! words! all that is but mere talk; 

Perhaps indeed to undeſerv'd affliction 

Reaſon and argument may give relief, 


| Or in the known viciſſitudes of life, 


We may feel comfort by. our ſelf-perſuaſion. 
But oh ! there is no talking away guilt : 
This divine particle wilt ake for ever. 
There is no help but whence I dare not aſk ; 
When this material organ's indiſpos'd, 
Juleps can cool, and anodynes give reſt, 
But nothing mix with this celeſtial drop, 
But dew from that high heav'n of which tis part. 
Lat. May that high heav'n compoſe your mind, 

And reconcile you to your ſelf. 

T. Book. How can I hope it 
No I muſt deſcend from man, 
Grovel on earth, nor dare look up again ! 
Oh Lowemore ! Lowemore! where is he no-? 


©h!: 
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Oh! thinking, thinking, why didſt thou not come 
ſooner, . 
Or, not now . 
My thoughts do ſo confuſe me now=——as my folly 
and pleaſures did before this fatal accident, —that I 
cannot recollect whence Lovemore was provok'd to chal. 
lenge me. ä | EE, | 
Lat. You know, dear Beookawrt, I fear'd ſome ill from. 
a careleſs way of talking—But, alas, I dreamt not of fo 
rea. | 
, J. Brot. Ay, there it was—He was naturally a little 
jealous! Heavens, do I ſay he was! I talk'd to him 
of ladies, treats, and he might poſſibly believe *twas 
where he had engaged—I remember his ſerious be- 
haviour on that ſubjzet—Oh this unhappy tongue of 
A 
Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying ſoe, 
That ſtill runn'ſt on, nor wait'ſt command of reaſon, 
Oh ! I cou'd tear thee from me 5 
Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the action? 
Z. Book. He wou'd have don't; but I, fluſh'd with 
the thoughts of duelling—preſs'd on—Thus for the 
empty praiſe of fools, I'm ſolidly unhappy. | 
Lat. You take it too deeply Your honour was 
concern'd, OY 
J. Book. Honour! the horrid application of that ſa- 
cred word to a revenge *gainſt friend ſhip, law, and 
reaſon, is a damn'd laſt ſhift of the damn'd envious foe 
of human race. The routed fend projected this but 
ſince th” expanſive glorious law from heav'n came down 
Forgive. | 


Enter Turnkey. 


Turn. Gentlemen, I come to tell you that you have 
the favour to be carried in chairs to your indictment, 
to which you mult go immediately. 

Lat. We are ready, fir. _ | 

Y. Beek. How ſhall I bear the eye-ſhot of the croud 
in court ? 8 [ Execunt. 


C 6 S CE NE, 
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S CE N E, Frederick's Lodging-. 


Enter Lovemore in a Serjeant's Gown, and Frederick. 


. Love. Mankind is infinitely beholden to this noble 
ſtyptick, that could produce ſuch wonderful effects fo 
ſuddenly : But tho' the wound was very light, I'm 
weak by the effuſion of ſo much blood TEN 
Fred. Yet after all, you have not loſt enough to cool 
your paſhon. Your heart ſtill beats Penelope, Penelope 
But in this diſguiſe you have opportunity for obſervati- 
en; you'll ſee whether you ought ſtill to value her or 
not: I'm glad you thought of being brought hither 
as ſoon as you came to your ſelf; I expect old Boot vie 
every moment here— 


Entcr Old Bookwit. 


There he is 
O. Beck. Oh! Mr. Frederic. Too late, too late was 
our care: they met laſt night, and then the fatal act 
was done—You'll excuſe fir, a father's ſorrow I 
can't ſpeak much, but you may gueſs what I hope from 

. YOu, 
g Fred. You may depend upon ingenuous uſage in 
the proſecution ; I'm going initantly to Penelope s with 
this learned gentleman, to know what. ſhe can ſay to 
this matter deſir'd you in the note I ſent you, to 
purchaſe the favour of your ſon's being brought thither, 
where he and you may be witneſſes of what ſhall paſs. 
I ſeek not his blood, nor would neglect a juſtice to my 
deceas'd friend. 
O. Book. I believe my ſon and the reſt are going 
' thither ere this; and I deſire this worthy ſerjeant's 
favour and advice ſince we both mean the ſame thing, 

only to act with honour, if his life may be ſavꝰ di 

| Lov, PI do what's juſt to the deceas'd and the ſur- 

vivor. 
9. Book. I'Il leave you, but will take care to come 
in juſt afore the criminals arrive [Evie 
HT 22 
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Love. The poor old gentleman——Pr'ythee let's 


go, I long to ſee my lovely torment Penelope. 
Fred. I'll but leave word within. [Excunt. 


SCENE, Penelope's Lodgings. 


Enter Penelope and Victoria. 


Pex. It ſeems Simon lay out all night, and was car- | 


ried away by the watch with ſome gentlemen in a 
quarrel, -_ 

Vie. Ifancy the men who are always for ſhewing their 
valour, are like the women who are always talking of 
their chaſtity, becauſe they are conſcious of their defect 


in't. 


Pen. Right—for we are not apt to raiſe arguments, 


but about what we think is diſputable 3 

Vi. Ay, ay, they whoſe honour is a fore part, are 
more fearful of being touch'd, than they in whom 'tis 
only a tender one. But tell me honeſtly, Penelope, 


ſhould poor Lowemore be in this rencounter, and that 


for your ſake, wou'd it have no effect upon you in his 
favour ? SE 

Pen. I don't know how to anſwer you; but ] find 
ſomething in that reflection, which acquaints me tis 


very hard for one to know one's own heart. [Sg. 


Vi. However, let your heart anſwer me one queſ- 
tion more, as well as it can——Does it love me as well 
as ever it did ? | | 

Pen. Does not, madam, that queſtion proceed from 
a change in your own? 5 

Vie. It does, Penelope, T own it does—T had a long 
conflict with myſelf on my pillow, laſt night, 
Pen. What were your thoughts there ? 

Vid. That I ow'd it to your friendſhip to acknow- 
led e to you that all the pleafare T once had in you, is 
vaniſhed— Ah Penclope! l'm ſorry for every good 
quality you have - GR 
Pen. Since you are ſo frank -I muſt confeſs to you 
ſomething very like thiz=—But however I envy'd that 
iſprigiily ingenuous native beauty of yours; I ſee it 
aow. ſo much the figure. of your mind, that I can con- 
| | arr, 


14 
| 
1. 
1 
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quer, I think I can, any inclination in myſelf that op- 
| Poſes the happineſs of ſo ſincere a friend—— 
Vir. Explain your ſelf, my dear. 
Pen. I'll diſcountenance this Bookawir's ambiguous 
addreſſes—And if Lovemore can forgive my late ill 
uſage -I need ſay no more 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Mr. Frederick below deſires to ſee you, on ſome 
extraordinary buſineſs. | 
Vid. I have not time, my deareſt friend, to applaud. 
or thank you—but muſt run in—He comes from Lowe- 
more. remember | [ Exit, 
Pen. Let him come up — Now can't I for my life 
forbear a little tyranny, 


Tnter Frederick and Lovemere. 


Pen. Good-morrow, fir ; I believe I know your buſi- 
neſ. - ycu're cflicious for your friend But I am deaf. 
Fred. I know you are, and have been; but I come 
only to do him a laſt office — He'll trouble you no more, 
but I muſt conjure you to read this, and inform this 
learned gentleman what you know of this misfortune. 
Pen. Reading. Your cruelty provek'd me to at/ire the 
fewour of dying by Mr. Bookwit's hand, fince he had ta- 
ken frem me mere than life, in robbing me of you—farewel 
for ever I direct Frederick net to give ytu this, till I am. 
no more—W rit in his blood I—“ Till I am no more 
Levemore no more ! Thou ſhalt not be no more 
Thou ſhalt live here for ever. Here thou deareſt pa- 
per, mingle with my lite's ſtream : Either the paper 
leeds a- new, or my eyes weep blood So let em do for 
ever Oh, my Levemere! Did the vanity of a 
prating boy bamiſh thy ſolid ſervices and manly 

ove ? = 
Fred. This is no reparation to him for his loſt life, 
nor me for my Joſt friend—Yet when you pleaſe to re- 
ceive em, I am obliged to deliver you ſome papers, 
wherein he has given you all the fortune he could be- 
flow ; nor would revoke it, ev'n thus injur'd as he was. 
Pen, 
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Pen. Curſe on all wealth and fortune ! he, he 1s 
gone, who only deſerv'd all, and whoſe worth I know 
too late. 

Low. Oh exſtaſy ! why was I angry at her rejoicing 

at my forrow, when hers to me is ſuch a perfect bliſs ? 

_ *Tis barbarous not to diſcover my ſelf! [To Fred. 

Fred. Do, and be us'd barbarouſly——But, madam, 

you muſt be compos'd ; your life for aught I know 1s 

at ſtake, for there is no ſuch thing as acceſiaries in mur- 

der; and it can be prov'd, you knew of Lowemore's 

_ threatning to fight Baokwit—You mult either take your 
tryal yourſelf, or be Mr, Bookawit's witneſs, 

Pen. I his witneſs !—-No,——}'ll ſwear any thing to 
hang him. | 5 

Fred. Ah, madam, you mult conſider yourſelf how- 
ever—Pray, fir, read her indictment to her, 

Lov. Reading. Thut on the ſaid third day of April, 
rhe ſaid Penelope, of the pariſò of St. Martin's in the 


fields, q infler, without fear b-fore her eyes, but by the in- 


/ligation of the devil, through an evil pride of bear. 
Pen. Tis too tru — | [ Weeping. 
Love. Did contrive, atet, and conſent to the death of 

John Lovemore, Efquire, of the age of twenty-eight years, 

or thereabouts. 

Fred. I can't bear the mention.of him without tears, 
He was the ſincereſt friend. 

Low, I think I have ſeen him 
heard, a man of honeſty, but of ſomething a diſagree- 
able make. 5 

Pen. Oh! fir, you never ſaw him, if you think 
ſo—— His perſon was as free as his mind was honeſt, 
nor had he imperfection, but his love of me. [Weeps. 

Lov. I tremble, I ſhall diſoblige her too much. 
| [ To Fr ed .- 

Fred. You ſhan't diſcover yourſelf, you ſhall go thro? 
her ſoul, now e' tis mov'd on our ſide - Win her now, 
or fee my face no more — I'll not have my wine ſpoil'd 


every night, with your reciatls of love, and asking ad- 


v.ce, tho' you never mean to take it like a true lover. 
Pen. When did that beſt of men expire, good Mr. 
Frederik? 5 


Fred, This morning: But ſhould I. ſpeak the man- 
. | | ner. 


He was, I've © 
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ner. With a faint dying voice he call'd me to him 
I went in tenderneſs to take my long farewel—He in 
a laſt effort of nature preſt me to his breaſt, and witlt 
the ſofteſt accent ſigh'd in death, Penelope. 
Pen. Oh the too generous man? Ungrateful I? 
Curſes on him firſt flatter'd with his tongue, 
On her that firſt diſſembled in her filence——— 
What miſeries have they entail'd on life, 
To bring in fraud and diffidence in love ? 
Simplicity's the dreſs of honeſt paſſion, 
Then why our arts, why to a man enamour'd, 
That at her feet effuſes all his ſoul, 
Muſt woman cold appear, falfe to herſelf and him ? 
Fred. Do you ſee there—You'd have ſpoke before 
ſhe conſider'd that [ Afide to Love. 
Pen. Oh! cou'd I ſee him now, to preſs his livid lips, 
And call him back tolife with my complaints, 
His eyes would glare upon my = with horror, 
That us'd to glote and melt in love before me 
Let mine for ever then be ſhut to joy, | 
To all that's bright and valuable in man 
PII to his ſacred aſhes be a wife, 
And to his memory devote my hfe: [Ext. 
Lov. This is worth dying for indeed I'll follow her. 
Fred. No, you ſhan't ; let her go in—throw herſelf. 
upon her bed, and hug, and call her pillow Lowemore. 
Tis but what you've done a thouſand times for her. 
Low. That's true too. 
Fred. Let her contemplate on the miſchief of her 
vanity : ſhe ſhall lament *till her glaſs is of our 
fide——Till its pretty nies be all blubber'd, its heart 
muſt heave and pant with perfect anguiſh before *twill 
feel the ſorrow of another's. Don't you_ know pride, 
ſcorn, afteQation, and a whole train of ills muſt be 
wth away, before a great beauty's mortified to pur- 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Old Mr. Bookwit enquires for you here, Mr. 
Frederick. | | 
Fred. Pray let him come up. 


Euter 
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Enter Oid Bookwit. 


Lev. What's the matter ? you ſeem more diſcom- 
pos'd than you were at Mr. Fredcrict's; ſomething ſtil 
new. 7 9 | | 
O. Bak. I ſaw the boy a coming in a chair, he 
looks ſo languid and diſtreſs'd, poor lad !—He has all 
his mother's ſoſtneſs, by nature of the ſweeteſt diſpo- 
ſition Ch! gentlemen ! ——You know not what 
it 15 to be a father To ſee my only child in that 
condition — My grief quickened at the fight of 


_ I thought I could have patience, till I faw 
im, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. There are two or three in chairs deſire ad- 
mittance by appointment. 
O. Book. Tis right, ſir. 5 


Enter Bookwit, Latine, and Gaoler. 


Oh my dear child, oh Tom! are all thy aged fa- 
ther's hopes then come to this, that he can't ſee thee his 
'only ſon, hut guarded by a gaoler ? —— Thy mo- 
ther's happy, that liv'd not to ſee this day Is all 
the nurture that ſhe gave thy infancy—the erudition 
ſhe bequeath'd thy youth, thus anſwered ? —Oh, 
my ſon! my ſon! riſe and ſupport thy father! 1 


fink with tenderneſs, my child, come to my arms 
while thou art mine. 


Y. Book, Oh beit of fathers ! | 
Let me not ſee your tears, don't double my afflictions 
by your woe | | 
There's conſolation when a friend laments us, but when 
a parent prieves, the anguiſh is too native, 
Too much our own to be called pity... 
Oh! fir, conſider, I was born to die— — 
Tis but expanding thought, ànd life is nothing; 
Ages and generations paſs away, 
And with reſiſtleſs force, like waves o'er waves, 
Roll down th'irrevocable ſtream of time, 


Into 
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Into the inſatiate ocean for ever—Thus we are gone. 
But the erroneous ſenſe of man——'tis the lamented 
That's at reſt, but the ſurvivor mourns 
All my forrows vanith with that thought, 
But heav'n grant my aged father patience. | 
O. Beek. Oh child! [Turning away. 
T. Roc. Do not torment yourſelf, you ſhall pro- 
miſe not to grieve 
What if they do upbraid you with my death —— 
Conſider, fir, in death that our relation ceaſes, | 
Nor ſhall I want your care, or know your grief. 
It matters not whether by law, or nature, tis I die. 
What, won't my father hear me plead to him ? 
Don't turn from me—— 
Yet don't look at me with your ſoul ſo full. . 
O. Bot. Oh my child, my child l cou'd hear thee 
ever. 
*Twas that I lov'd thee, that I turn'd away. 
To hear my ſon perſuade me to reſign him, 
I can't, I can't. The grief is inſupportable. 
Y. Book. You make a coward of me with your an- 
| = 
4 + an infant, ſca'ce can weep with filence, 
But let me keep ſome decency in my diſtreſs. 
O. Beek. If we might be apar. 
| [ Looking at the company, 


But that's too much to hope. 
Goal. No, no, we'll leave you to your ſelves, 
| | . | Excunt. 
0. Beek. I have too much upon me, child to 
ſpeak ws 
And indeed have nothing to ſay, but to feed my eyes 
upon thee, e'er we part for ever, if tears would let 
me When you have ſlept in your cradle, I have 
wak'd for you and was it to this end———Oh 
child, you've broke your father's heart. $4aw00Hhs. 
Y. Book. Good heav'n forbid -it——guard him and 
rote him. | 
He faints, he's cold, he's gone; [Running to bim. 
He's gone, and with his laſt breath calld me parricide. 
You've broke your father's heart! Oh killing ſound ! 
I'm all contagion, to pity me is death. 


My 
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My griefs to all are mortal but my ſelf. 
You've broke your father's heart ! If I did fo, 
Why thus ſerene in death, thou ſmiling clay, 
Why that calm aſpect to thy murderer? 
Oh big unutterable grief ——D A —Merciful heaven! 
I don't deſerve this eaſe of tears to melt | 
With penitence——Oh ſweet, ſweet remorſe, 
Now all my powers give wvax 
To my juſt ſorrow, for the beſt of fathers, [ Aloud. 
Thou venerable fountain of my life, N 
Why don't I alfo die, deriv'd from thee? 
Sure you are not gone Is the way out of life 
Thus eaſy, whica you fo much fear'd in me? 

[Takes bim by ge band. 

Why ſtay I after? but I deſerve to ſtay, ” 
To feel the quick remembrance of my follies. 
Yet if my fighs, my tears, my anguiſh can atone—— 


Re enter Frederick, Lovemare, Latine, Gaoler, 
| Victoria, axd Penelope. 


Fred. What is the matter What 

T. Book. Behold this fight, I am the guilty wretch 

Fred. Keep aſide a little, fir, he only ſwoons, I 
hope; I think he breathes—yes he rcturns—you muſt 
compoſe your ſelf, 
Lat. Poor Bookwit, how utterly he ſeems diftreſs'd. 

O. Book. | will be calm —reſign to heav'n and hear 
you patiently. 8 
Fred. You, fir, his favourite ſervant, pray ſpeak 

honeſtly the truth of what you know, to chi learned 
gentleman, who is council in this caſe. 5 
F. Book. Sir, he is not — | 

Lov. Pray, fir, give the ſervant leave firſt. 

Lat. Know then, I am not what I ſeem, but a 
gentleman of a plentiful fortune. I am thus dreſs'd 
to carry on ſuch gay purſuits as ſhould offer in this 
town Not to detain you, Mr. Bookawit ſent me 
late laſt night, with a letter to one of theſe ladies 
Coming from thence, as I croſs'd, I ſaw Lowemore in 
the Garden; he ſtopp'd me, and after ſome queſtions 
concerning my meſlage to this houſe, to which he did 

| not 
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not like my anſwers, he ſtruck me; we fought——— 
I left him dead upon the ſpot, of which this gentle- 
man is guiltleſs L 
O. Book. How ! was it you then, that kill'd Mr. 
Lowvemcre ? | | 

Lat. Twas this unhappy hand gave him his death, 
but ſo provok'd—— _ | 

Y. Fock. Who could believe that any pleaſing paſſion 
Cou'd touch a breaſt loaded with guilt like mine? 
But all my mind is ſeiz'd with admiration 
O; thy ſtupendous friendſhip What then 
Could'ſt thou hold thy innocent hand up at a bar 
With felons, to ſave thy friend? 
How ſh2!l I chide or praile thy brave impoſture? 
Ah! fir, believe him not—He cannot bear the loſs of 
me, whom he o'ervalues ; therefore with higheſt gal- 
lantry he offers a benefit which *twere the meaneſt 
baſeneſs to receive. 2 : 

But death's more welcome than a life ſo purchas'd. 

Lat. We all know you can talk, and gild things as 
you pleaſe, but the lady's ſervant knows I was taken 
near the body, when you | 

Y. Bock. Sir, do but hear me— | Puſhing away Lat. 

Lat. I'll eafily convince you. [ Puſhing away Book. 

Y. Beek. Pray mind him not, his brain is touch'd— 

Lat. I am the man, he was not near the place 
Log. I can hold out no longer ——Lovemore fill 
liveth to adore your noble friendſhip, and begs a ſhare 
in't. Be not amaz'd ! but let me graſp you both, who 
in an age degenerate as this, have fach tranſcendent 
virtue | 

Y. Bock. Oh Lowemore! Lowemore ! How ſhall I 

ſpeak my joy at thy recovery 
J fail beneath the too ecttatick pleaſure 
What help has human nature from its ſorrows, 
When our relief itſelf is ſuch a burthen ! 

O. Bcok. Oh the beſt burthen upon earth! I beg 
your pardon, ſir.—— I never was ſo taken with a 
man in my life at firſt fight. [ Xi es Love.] Let me be 
known to you too, [To Lat. 

Lat. Sir, you do me honour | 


O. Boot. But you, ladies, are the firſt cauſe of the 
| | | many 
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many errors we have been in, and you only can ex- 
tricate us with ſatis faction — such is the force of 
beauty — The wounds the ſword gave this gentleman 
were ſlight, but you have transfix'd a vital and a no- 
ble part, his heart—Had | known his pretences, I had 
not interpos'd for my fon ——— 

Fred. Come, madam, no more of the cruel—Go on, 
Lowemore ; o'my conſcience the man's afraid 'tis im- 
pudence to be alive again—You ſee him now, madam, 
now you may preſs his livid lips, and call him back 
to liſe with your complaints. | 

Lov. I ſtand methinks, upon the brink of fate, in 
an * interval of life, and doubt t' accept of 
being till you ſmile. In every human incident beſides, 
I am ſuperior, and can chuſe or leave, 
But in minuteſt things that touch my love, 

My boſom's ſeiz'd with anguiſh, or with tranſport. 

Pen. You've ſhewn your paſſion to me with ſuch 
honour, that if I am contus'd, I know I ſhould not 
be, to ſay I approve it For I know no rules 
ſhould make me inſenſible of generous uſage My 
perſon and my mind are yours for ever. 
Low. Then doubts and fears and anxious cares be 


ne. _ 

All * thoughts that did corrode my breaſt; 
Here enter faith, and confidence, and love! 
Love that can't live with jealouſy, but dwells 
With ſacred marriage, truth, and mutual honour. 
I knew not where you wou'd beſtow your vows, 
But never doubted of your faith when given. 

| | | IX hing ber hand, 

O. Book. You ſee, my ſon, how conſtancy's re- 
warded ! 

You have from nature every quality 
To make you well become what fortune gave you : 
But neither wit or beauty, weaith or courage, 
Implicitly deſerve the world's eiteem, | 
They're only in their application, goods 

How cou'd you fight a man, you knew rot why ? 

| You don't think that 'tis great, merely to dare? 
»Tis that a man is juſt he ſhould be bold; 
Indeed you have err'd. 


Lows 
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Lat. You give my friend, methinks, too much 
compunction for a little levity in his actions 
when he's too ſevere in's own reflections on 'em. 

Pen. Well, Victoria, you ſee I take your advice at 
laſt in choice of Lodemore. | 

Via. I congratulate your miſſing of the other. 

Pen. J heartily believe you, my dear friend. 

O. Book. But we beſt guide our actions by hopes 
of reward. Cou'd but my ſon have ſuch a glorious 
e as this fair one, [To Victoria.] I doubt not 

ut his future carriage wou' deſerve her. „ 

Viet. I believe I may ſafely promiſe to approve of 
all the truth he tells me. | 
4 Y. Bock. You've promiſed then, to like all I ſhall 

Y. | | | | | 

O. Boot. Theſe unexpected good events deſerve our 


celebration with ſome mirth and fiddles. 


Fred. I foreſaw this happy turn, therefore have 


prepar'd em——Call in the dancers. f 


SONG. 
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S O N G, 
By Mr. IL E V E RID G E. 


K- 


HE rolling years the joys reſtore, 
Which happy, happy Britain knew, 
When in a female age before 


Beauty the ſword of juſtice drew. 
I. 5 


Nymphs and fauns, and rural poab' rs, 
Of eryſtal floods and ſhady bowrs, 
No more ſhall here prefide : | 
T he flowing cave and living green, 
Owe only to their preſent queen 
Their /afety and their pride. 


United air, and pleaſures bring, 
/ tender nete, and tuneful ſtring. 
All your arts devoted are | : 
To mo ve the innocent and fair: _ 
While they receive the pleaſing wound, 
Echo repeats the dying ſound. 
| a | [ ſhare, x 
1. Book. Since ſuch deſerv'd misfortunes they muſt 
Who with gay falſhoods entertain the fair; 
Let all with this juſt maxim guide their youth, 
There is no gallantry in love but truth, [W Exeunt. 
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SISSSSSS — LI EICEÞ IIGTISS 


PR O LO G U E, 


By Mr. WELSTED. 
Spoken by Mr. WI LK S. 


O vin your Hearts, and to ſecure Jour Praiſe, 


The Comic-Writers ſtri ve by various Ways : 
By ſubtil Stratagems they act their Game, 


And leave untry'd no Avenue to Fame. 
One writes the Spouſe a beating from his Wift ; 
And Jays, each Stroke was copy d from the Life. 
Some fix all Wit and Humour in Grimace, 
And make a Livelihood of Pinkey's Face : 
Here, Oue gay Shew and coftly Habits tries, 
Confiding to the Judgment of your Eyes : 
A--other ſmuts his Scene (a cunning Shaver ) 
Sure of the Rakes and of the Wenches Favour. 
o have theſe Arts prevail d; and une may guaſi, 
4 practis d o'er again, would find Succeſs. 

ut the bold Sage, the Poet Ho- nig hi, | 
By new and 47, rate Rules reſolv t to write; 
Fain would he give more juſt Applauſes Riſe, 
And pleaſe by Wit that ſcorns the Aids of Vice 
The Praiſe he ſeeks, from worthier Motives Springs, 
Such Praiſe, as Praiſe to thoſe that give, it brings. 

Your Aid, moft humbly fought, then Britons lend, 

And Lib'ral Mirth, like 75747 Men, 4 Fend. 
No more let Ribaldry, with Licence æurit, 
Uſurp the Name of Eloquence or Wit ; 
No more let lawleſs Farce uncenſur d go, | 
The lewd dull Gleanings of a Smithfield How, 
Tis yours, with Breeding to refine the Age, 
To chaſten Wit, and moralize the Stage. 

Ye Modeſt, Wiſe and Gcod, ye Fair, ye Brave, 
To-night the Champion of your Virtues ſave, 
Redeem from long Contempt the Comic Name, 
And judge Politely for your Country's Fame, 

A 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 

Sir John Bevil, | Mr. Mills. 
M.. Sealand, Mr. Williams. 
Bevil Jon. in Lowe awith Indiana, Mr. Booth. 
Myrtle, in Lowe with Lucinda, Mr. Wilks. 
Cimberton, a Coxcomb, Mr. Griffin. 
Humphrey, an old Servant to Sir John, Me. Shepard. 
Tom, Servant to Bevil jun, Mr. Cibber. 


Daniel, a Country Boy, Servant a3; SP: 
Indiana, nM } * . Theo. Cibber. 


WOMEN, 


Mrs. Sealand, fecond Wife to Sealand, Mrs. Moore. 
Iſabella, Sifler to Sealand, Mr.. Thurmond. 
Indiana, Sealand: Daughter by his} ,, ge 

i Bis , Oldbeld. 

Lucinda, Sealand's Daughter by * 

fecond Wifz, Mrs. Booth. 
Phillis, Maid to Lucinda, Mrs. Younger. | 


SCENE, LONDON. 


THE 


THE 
CONSCIOUS LOVERS. 


* 


ACTI. SCENE I. 
SCE N E, Sir John Bevil's Houſe. 
Euter Sir John Bevil and Humphrey. 


1 Sir Joun BZ VIX. 


AVE you order'd that I ſhould not be interrupted 
while I am 8 
Humph, Yes, Sir; I believ'd you had ſome- 
thing of Moment to ſay to me. LOOT 
. Sir J. Bev. V1! tell thee then, In the firſt Place, this 
Wedding of my Son's, in all Probability, [ſhut the Door] 
will never be at all, | 
Humph. How, Sir! not at all? for what Reaſon is it 
carried on in Appearance ? V 
Sir J. Bev. Honeſt Humphrey, have Patience; and 
PI tell thee all in order. 1 have myſelf, in ſome Part 
of my Life, lived (indeed) with Freedom, but, I hope, 
without Reproach: Now, I thought Liberty would be 
as little injurious to my Son; therefore, as ſoon as he 
grew towards Man, I indulg'd him in living after his 
own Manner; I know not how, otherwiſe to judge of 
his Inclination; for what can be concluded from a Be- 
81 i | A 4 haviour 
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haviour under Reſtraint and Fear? But what charms me 
above all Expreſſion is, that my Son has never, in the 
leaſt Action, the moſt diſtant Hint or Word, valued 
himſelf upon that great Eſtate of his Mother's, which, 
according to our Mirriogs Settlement, he has had ever 
ſince he came to Age. 
Huntb. No, Sir; on the contrary, he ſeems afraid of 
appearing to enjoy it, before you, or any belonging to 
you — He is as dependant and reſign'd to your Will, 
as if he had not a Farthing but what muſt come from 
your immediate Bounty——You have ever aQed like a 
good and generous Father, and he like an obedient and 
grateful Son. | 

Sir J. Bev. Nay, his Carriage is fo eaſy to all, with 
whom he converſes, that he is never aſſuming, never 
prefers himſelf to others, nor ever is guilty of that rough 


Sincerity which a Man is not called to, and certainly diſ- 


obliges moſt of his Acquaintance; to be ſhort, Humphrey, 
his Reputation was ſo fair in the World, that old Sea/ard, 
the great India Merchant, has offer'd his only Daughter, 
and ſole Heireſs to that vaſt Eſtate of his, as a Wife for 
him; you may be ſure I made no Difficulties, the Match 
was agreed on, and this very Day named for the Wed- 


ding. . 

Humph. What hinders the Proceeding! 

Sir F. Bev, Don't interrupt me. You know I was laſt 
Thur/aay at the Maſquerade; my Son, you may remem- 
ber, ſoon found us out ——He knew his Grandfather's 
Habit, which I then wore; and tho' it was the Mode, 
in the laſt Age, yet the Maſkers, you know, follow'd us 
as if we had been the moſt monſtrous Figures in that 
whole Aſſembly. = EE | 

Hump4. | remember indeed, a young Man of Quality 
yo the Habit of a Clown, that was particularly trouble- 

ome. _ 

Sir F. Bev. Right—He was too much what he ſeem'd 
to be. You remember how impertinently he follow'd, 
and teized us, and wou'd know who we were. 
 Humph, | know he has a Mind to come into that Par- 


ticular, Adi. 
dir 
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Sir J. Bev. Ay, he followed us, till the Gentleman 
who led the Lady in the Indian Mantle, preſented that 


gay Creature to the Ruſtick, and bid him (like Cy mn 


in the Fable) grow polite, by falling in Love, and let 
that worthy old Gentleman alone, meaning me: The 


Clown was not reform'd, but rudely perſiſted, and of- 
fered to force off my Maſk; with that the Gentleman 


throwing off his own, appeared to be my Son, and in 
his Concern for me, tore off that of the Nobleman; at 


| this they ſeized each other; the Company call'd the 


Guards; and in the Surprize, the Lady ſwoon'd away: 
Upon which my Son quitted his Adverſary. and had now 
no Care but of the Lady, when raiſing her in his 
Arms, Art thos gone, cry'd he, for ever forbid it, 
Heav'n ! —— She revives at his known Voice, —and 


with the moſt familiar tho? modeſt Geſture hangs in Safety 


over his Shoulders weeping, but wept as in the Arms 
of one, before whom ſhe could give herſelf a Looſe, were 
ſhe not under Obſervation; while ſhe hides her Face in 
his Neck, he carefully conveys her from the Company. 


Humph. | have obſerved this Accident has dwelt upon 


you very ſtrongly. 
Sir F. Bev. Her uncommon Air, her noble Modeſty, 


the Dignity of her Perſon, and the Occaſion itſelf, drew 


the whole Aſſembly together; and I ſoon heard it buzz d 
about, ſhe was the adopted Daughter of a famous Sea- 
Officer, who had ſerved in France. Now this unexpected 
and publick Diſ.overy of my Son's ſo deep Concern for 
ICP x= | 

Humph, Was what, I ſuppoſe, alarm'd Mr. Sealand, 
in behalf of his Daughter, to break off the Match. 

Sir F. Bev. You are right——He came to me Yeſter- 
day, and ſaid, he thought himſelf diſengaged from the 
Bargain; being credibly informed my Son was already 
marry d, or worſe to the Lady at the Maſquerade. 
{ palliated Matters, and inſiſted on our, Agreement; 
but we parted with little leſs than a direct Breach be- 
tween us. 

Humph, Well, Sir; and what Notice have you taken 
or all this to my young Maſter? 
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Sir F. Bev. That's what I wanted to debate with you 
l have faid nothing to him yet. But look you, 
Humphrey——if there is ſo much in this Amour of his, 
that he denies upon my Summons to marry, I have 
Cauſe enough to be offended; and then by my inſiſting 
upon his marrying To day, I ſhall know how far he is 
engag > to this Lady in Maſquerade, and from thence 
only ſhall be able to take my Meaſures, in the mean Time 
I would have you find out how far that Rogue his Man is 
let into his Secret——He, I know, will play Tricks as 
much to croſs me, as to ſerve his Maſter. 
Humph. Why do you think ſo of him, Sir? I believe he 
is no worſe than I was for you, at your Son's Age. 
Sir J. Bev. I ſee it in the Raſcal's Looks. But I 
hare dwelt on theſe Things too long; I'll go to my Son 
Immediately, and while 'm gone, your part is to con- 
vince his Rogue Tom that I am in earneſt. I'll leave him 
to you. - [Exit Sir John Bevil. 
Humfh. Well, tho' this Father and Son live as well 
together as poſſible, yet their Fear of giving each other 
Pain, is attended with conſtant mutual Uneaſineſs. I'm 
ſure I have encuzh to do to be honeſt, and yet keep 
well with them bath: But they know I love 'em, and 
that makes the Taſk leſs painful however Oh, here s 
the Prince of poor Coxcombs, the Repreſentative of all 
the better fed than taught. — Ho! ho! Tem, whither 
o gay and ſo airy this Morning? 


Enter Tom, Singing. 

Tom. Sir, we Servants of ſingle Gentlemen are another 
kiad of People, than you domeſtick ordinary Drudges 
that do Buſineſs. We are rais'd above ycu: The Plea- 
ſures of Board Wages, Tavern Dinners, and many a 
clear Gain; Vails, alas! you never heard or dreamt of, 

Eumph. Thou haſt Follies and Vices enough for a Man 
of Ten thouſand a Year, tho' 'tis but as t'other Day that 
I ſent for you to Town, to put you into Mr. Sza/and's 
Family, that you might learn a little before I put you 
to my young Maſter, who is too gentle for training ſuch 
a rude Thing as you were into proper Obedience —— 

| ou 
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You then pull'd off your Hat to every one you met in 
the Street, like a baſhful great aukward Cub as you were. 


| But your great Oaken Cudgel, when you were a Booby, 
became you much better than that dangling Stick at your 


Button, now you are a Fop. That's fit for nothing, ex- 


cept it hangs there to be ready for your Maſter's Hand 
when you are impertinent. 5 

Tom. Uncle Humphrey, you know my Maſter ſcorns 
to ſtrike his Servants. You talk as if the World was 
now, juſt as it was when my old Maſter and you 
were in your Vouth When you Tent to Dinner be- 
cauſe it was ſo much a Clock, when the great Blow was 
given in the Hall at the Pantry door, and all the Fz- 
mily came out of their Holes, in ſuch ſtrange Dreſſes 
and formal Faces, as you ſee in the Pictures in our long 

Gallery in the Country. 
Hlumpb. Why, you wild Ropve! 

Tom, You could not fall to your Dinner till a formal 
Fellow, in a black Gown, ſaid ſomething over the Meat, 
as if the Cook had not made it ready enough, | 


Humph. Sirrah, who do you prate after? Deſpi- 


ſing Men of ſacred Characters! I hope you never heard 
my good young Maſter talk fo like # Profligate. 

Tom. Sir, | ſay you put upon me, when | firſt came to 
Town, about being orderly, and the DoQrine of wearing 
Shams, to make 1 laſt clean a Fortnight, keeping 
my Clothes freſh, and wearing a Frock within Doors. 

Humph. Sirrah, I gave you thoſe Leſſons becauſe I 
ſuppos'd, at that Time, your Maſter and you might have 
din'd at home every Day, and coſt you nothing; then 


you might have made a good Family Servant. But the 


Gang you have frequented ſince, at Chocolate-Houſes 
and 'Taverns, in a continual round of Noiſe and Extra- 
vagance — ä 

Tam. ] don't know what you heavy Inmates call Noiſe 
and Extravagance; but we Gentlemen, Who are well 
fed, and cut a figure, Sr, think it a fine Life, and that 


we mult be very pretty Fellows who are kept only io 


be looked at. 


7 1 
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Humpb. Very well, Sir, hope the Faſhion of 
being lewd and extravagant, deſpiſing of Decency and 
Order, is almoſt at an End, ſince it is arrived at Perſons 
of your Quality. 

Tom. Maſter Humpbrey, Ha! ha! you were an un- 
happy Lad to be ſent up to Town in ſuch queer Days 
as you were: Why now. Sir, the Lacquies are the 
Men of Pleaſure of the Age; the Top Gameſters; and 
many a lac'd Coat about Town, have had their Edu- 
cation in our Party colour'd Regiment, — We are 
falſe Lovers; havena Taſte of Muſick, Poetry, Billet- 
doux, Dreſs, Politicks; ruin Damſels; and when we are 
weary of this lewd Town, and have a mind to take 
up, whip into our Maſters Wigs and Linen, and marry 
Fortunes. | | 

Humph. Hey day! 

Tom. Nay, Sir, our Order is carry'd up to the higheſt 
Dignities and DiſtinAions; ſtep but into the Painted 
 Chamber———and by our Ti les you'd take us all for 
Men of Quality then again come down to the Court 
of Requeſts, and you ſhall ſee us all laying our broken 
Heads together for the Good of the Nation: and tho' we 
never carry a Queſtion Nemine Contradicerte, yet this [ 


daun ſay with a ſafe Conſcience, (and | wiſh every Gen- 


tleman of our Cloth could lay his Hand upon his Heart 
and ſay the ſame) that I never took fo much as a ſingle 
Mug of Beer for my Vote in all my Life. 

Humph. Sirrah, there is no enduring your Extrava- 
gance; I'Il hear you prate no longer. | wanted to ſee 
you, to enquire how Ibings go with. your Maſter, as 
far as you underſtand them; 1 ſuppoſe he knows he is 
to be married To- day. 

Tom. Ay, Sir, he knows it, and is dreſs'd as gay as 

the Sun; but, between you and l, my Dear, he has a 
very heavy Heart under all that Gaiety. As ſoon as he 
was dreſs'd I retir'd, but overheard him Sigh in the moſt 
heavy Manner. He walk'd tho:ghtfully to and fro in 
the Room, then went into his Cloſet; when he came 

put, he g:ve me this for his Miſtreſs, whoſe Maid you 

Wn | 


Humpò. 


W 
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Humph. Is paſſionately fond of your fine Perſon, 
Tom. The poor Fool is ſo tender, and loves to hear me 


talk of the World, and the Plays, Opera's, and Ridotto s, 
for the Winter; the Parks and Bel//ze, for our Summer 


Diverſions; and Lard! ſays ſhe, you are fo wild 


but you have a world of Humour. . 
Humph. Coxcomb! Well, but why don't you run with 
your Maſter's Letter to Mrs. Lucinda, as he order'd you? 
Tom. Becauſe Mrs. Lucinda is not ſo eaſily come at as 
you think for. SD 
Humph. Not eaſily come at? Why, Sirrah, are not her 
Father and my old Maſter agreed that ſhe and Mr. Bevil 
are to be one Fleſh before To mortow Morning? 
Tom. [ts no Matter for that; her Mother, it ſeems, 
Mrs. Sealand, has not agreed to it: and you muſt know, 
Mr. Humphrey, that in that Family the grey Mare is the 


5 better Horſe. 


Humphb. What doſt thou mean? | 
Tom. In one Word, Mrs. Sealand pretends to have a 


Will of her own, and has provided a Relation of hers, 


a ſtiff, ſtarch'd Philoſopher, and a wiſe Fool, for her 
Daughter; for which Reaſon, for theſe ten Days paſt, 


ſhe has ſuffer d no Meſſage nor Letter from my Maſter | 


to come near her. 
Humph. And where had you this Intelligence ? 
Tom. From a fooliſh fond Soul that can keep nothing 
from me——One that will deliver this Letter too, if ſhe 
is rightly manag d. | 
Humph. What! her pretty Hand-maid, Mrs, Phillis? 
Tom. Even ſhe, Sir; this is the very Hour, you know 
ſhe uſually comes hither, under a Pretence of a Viſit to 
our Houle-keeper forſooth, but in reality to have a 
Glance at | „ 
Humph. Your ſweet Face, I warrant you. | 
Tom. Nothing elſe in Nature; you mult know, I love 
to fret, and play with the little Wanton, ——— . 
Humph, Play with the little Wanton! What will this 
World come to! | „ 
Tom. | met her this morning, in a new Manteau and 
Petticoat, not a bit the worſe for her Lady's wearing 3 | 
an 
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and ſhe has always new Thoughts and new Airs with 
new Clothes then ſhe never Fails to ſteal ſome Glance 
or Geſture from every Viſitant at their Houſe; and is in- 
_ deed the whole Town of Coquettes at ſecond Hand. But 
here ſhe comes; in one Motion ſhe ſpeaks and deſcribes 
herſelf better than all the Words in the World can. 

Humph. Then I hope, dear Sir, when your own Af- 
fair is over, you wilt be ſo good as to mind your Maſter's 
with her. | 

Tom. Dear Humphrey, you know my Maſter is my 
Friend, and thoſe are People I never forget. 

Humph. Saucineſs itſelf! but I'll leave you to do your 
beſt for him. | | [ Exit, 


Phil. Oh, Mr. Themas, is Mrs. Sugar-key at home? 
—Lard, one is almoſt aſham'd to paſs along the Streets. 
The Town is quite empty, and no body of Faſhion left 
in it; and the ordinary People do ſo ſtare to ſee any 
Thing (dreſs'd like a Woman of Condition) paſs by. 
Alas! Alas! it is a fad Thing to walk. O Fortune! 
Fortune! — 

Tom, What! a ſad Thing to walk? Why, Madam 
_ Phillis, do you wiſh yourſelf lame? 

Phil. No, Mr. Thomas, but I wiſh I were generally 
carry'd in a Coach or Chair, and of a Fortune neither to 
ſtand nor go, but to totter, or ſlide, to be ſhort-ſighted, 
or fare, to fleer in the Face, to look diſtant, to obſerve, 
to overlook, yet all become me; and, if I was rich, [ 
could twire and Joll as well as the beſt of them. Oh, 
Tom! Tom! is it not a pity that you ſhould be ſo great 
a Coxcomb, and I ſo great a Coquette, and yet be ſuch 

or Devils as we are? © 

Tem. Mrs. Phillis, I am your humble Servant for 
that | 

Phil. Yes, Mr. Thomas, I know how much you are my 
humble Servant, and know what you ſaid to Mrs. Judy, 
upon ſeeing her in one of her Lady's Caſt Manteaus; 
That any one would have thought her the Lady, and that 
ſhe had ordered the other to wear it till it fat eaſy — for 


now 
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now only it was becoming ;—To my Lady it was only 
a Covering, to Mrs. Judy it was a Habit. This you 
* ſaid after ſome Body or other. Oh, Tom! Tom! thou 
art as falſe and as baſe, as the beſt Gentleman of them 
all; but, you Wretch, talk to me no more on the old 
odious Subject. Don't, I ſay. 

Tom, I know not how to reſiſt your Commands, Ma- 
dam. In a ſubmiſſive Tone, retiring. 
Phil. Commands about par.ing are grown mighty 
eaſy to you of late. | 

Tom, O, I have her; I have nettled and put her into 
the right Temper to be wrought upon, and ſet a prating. 

Afede.]— Why truly, to be plain with you, Mrs. Phil. 
's, [ can take little Comfort of late in frequenting your 
Houſe. | | 

Phil. Pray, Mr. Thomas, what is it all of a ſudden 
offends your Nicety at our Houſe ? 

Tom. I don't care to ſpeak Particulars, but I diſlike 
the Whole. 5 
Pjz)ßil. I thank you, Sir, I am a Part of that Whole. 

Tom. Miſtake me not, good Phillis. 5 

Phil. Good Phillis? Saucy enough. But however 

Tom. I ſay, it is, that thou art a Part, which gives me 
Pain for the Diſpoſition of the Whole, You mult know, 
Madam, to be ſerious, I am a Man, at the Bottom, of 
prodigious nice Honour. You are too much èxpos'd to 
Company at your Houſe. To be plain, I don't like ſo 
many, that would be your Miſtreſs's Lovers, whiſpering 
to you. | e i 

Phil Don't think to put that upon me. You ſay this 
becauſe I wrung you to the Heart, when I touch'd your 
guilty Conſcience about Jupp. 

Tom. Ah Phillis! Pzillis! if you but knew my Heart! 

Phil. I know too much ot. | | 

Tem. Nay then poor Criſpo's Fate and mine are one 
Therefore give me Leave to fay, or ſing at leaſt, as he 
does upon the ſame Occaſion | 


| [Se wvedette, &c. [| fings.] 
| Phil, What, do you think I'm to be fobb'd off with a 
Song? 
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Song? I don't queſtion but you have ſung the ſame to 


Mrs. Judy too. 
Tom. Don't — your Charms, good Phillis, with 
Jealouſy of ſo worthleſs an Object; befides, ſhe is a poor 


Huſly, and if you doubt the Sincerity of my Love, you 
will allow me true to my Intereſt. You are a Fortune, 
Phillis | 
. Phil. What would the Fop be at now? In good Time 
indeed, you ſhall be ſetting up for a Fortune! 

Tom. Dear Mrs. Phillis, you have ſuch a Spirit that we 
ſhall never be dull in Marriage, when we come together. 
But I tell you, you are a Fortune, and you have an 
Eſtate in my Hands. [He pulls out a Purſe, ſte eyes it. 

Phil, What Pretence have I to what is in your Hands, 
Mr. Thomas? 15 | 

Tom. As thus: there are Hours, you know, when a 
Lady is neither pleas'd nor diſpleas'd, neither ſick or well, 
when ſhe lolls or loiters, when ſhe is without Defires, 
from having more of every Thing than ſhe knows what 
to do with. 

Phil. Well, what then ? 

Tom. When ſhe has not Life enough to keep her 
bright Eyes quite open to look at her own dear Image 
in the Glaſs. | | 

Phil, Explain thyſelf, and don't be ſo fond of thy 
own 3 | | 

Tom. There are alſo proſperous and good-natured 
Moments, as when a Knot or a Patch is happily fix d; 
when the Complexion particularly flouriſhes. 

Phil, Well, what then? I have not Patience! 

Tom. Why then——or on the like Occaſions we 
Servants who have Skill to know how to time Buſineſs, 
ſee when ſuch a pretty folded Thing as this [ fews a 
| Letter] may be preſented, laid, or dropp'd, as beſt ſuits 
the preſent Humour. And, Madam, becauſe it is a long 
vuveariſome Journey to run through all the ſeveral Stages 
of a Lady's Temper, my Maſter, who is the moſt reaſon- 
able Man in the World, prefents you this to bear your 
Charges on the Road. [ Gives her the Purſe. 
; Phil, Now you think me a corrupt Huſſey. 


Tom a 
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Tom. Oh fy, I only think you'll take the Letter. 
Phil. Nay, I know you do, but I know my own [n- 
nocence; [| take it for my; Miſtreſs's Sake. 
Tom. I know it my pretty one, I know it. 
Phil. Yes, I fay I do it becauſe I would not have my 
Miſtreſs deluded by one who gives no Proof of his Paſ- 
| Gon: but l'll talk more of this, as you ſee me on my 
Way home — No, Tom, I aſſure thee; I take this Traſh 
of thy Maſter's not for the Value of the Thing, but as 
It convinces me he has a true ReſpeR for my Miſtreſs. I 
remember a Verſe to the Purpoſe. 
They may be falſe who languiſh and complain, 
Bur they who part with Money never feign. [ Exeunt. 


SCENES I 
Zevil Junior's Lodgings, 


Bevil junicr, reading. | 

Bev. jun. Theſe moral Writers practiſe Virtue after 
Death: This charming Viſion of Mirxa ! ſuch an Author 
conſulted in a Morning, ſets the Spirits for the Viciſſi- 
tudes of the Day, better than the Glaſs does a Man's 
Perſon; but what a Day have I to go thro'! to put on an 
eaſy Look with an aking Heart. If this Lady my Fa- 
ther urges me to marry ſhould not refuſe me, my D:lem- 
ma is unſupportable. But why ſhould I fear it? is not 
ſhe in equal Diſtreſs with me? has not the Letter I have 
ſent her this Morning, confeſt my Ioclination to another? 
Nay, have I not moral Aſſurances of her Engagements 
too, to my Friend Myrtle? It's impoſſible but ſhe muſt 

ive in to it: For, ſure to be deny'd is a Favour an 

an may pretend to. It muſt be ſo— Well then, wit 
the Aſſurance of being rejected, I think I may conk- 
dently ſay to my Father, I am ready to marry her— 
Then let me reſolve upon (what I am not very good at, 


tho? it is) an honeſt Diſſimulation. 
— Enter Tom. 

Tom. Sir John Be vil, Sir, is in the next Room. p 
| Sci. 
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| Bev. jun. Dunce! why did you not bring him in? 

Tom. I told him, Sir, you were in your Cloſet. | 

Bev. jun. I thought you had known, Sir, it was my 
Doty to ſee my Father any where. 

| [Going himſelf to the Door, 
Tem. The Devil's in my Matter! he has always more 

Wit than I have. I Ala. 
Bevil jun. introducing Sir John. 
Bev. jun. Sir, you are the moſt gallant, the moſt 
complaiſant of all Parents—Sure *tis not a Compliment 
to ſay theſe Lodgings are yours — Why wou'd you 
not walk in, Sir? 

Sir J. Bev. I was loth to interrupt you unſeaſonably 
on your Wedding-day. 

Bev. jun. One to whom I am beholden for my Birth- 
day, might have uſed leſs Ceremony, 

Sir J. Bev. Well, Son, I have Intelligence you have 
vit to your Miſtreſs this Morning: It would pleaſe my 
Curioſity to know the Contents of a Wedding-day Let- 
ter; for Courtſhip muſt then be over. | | 
Bev. jun. I aſſure you, Sir, there was no Inſolence 
in it, upon the ro of ſuch a vaſt Fortune's being 
added to our Family; but much Acknowledgment of 

the Lady's greater Deſert. | [9 

Sir J. Bev. But, dear Jack, are you in earneſt in all 
this! And will you really marry her! 

Bev. jun. Sir, If the Lady is dreſs'd and ready, you 
ſee I am. I ſuppoſe the Lawyers are ready too, 

8 Enter Humphrey, . 

Humph. Sir, Mr. Sealand is at the Coffee -houſe, and 
has ſent to ſpeak with you. 

Sir J. Bev. Oh! that's well! Then I warrant the 

Lawyers are ready, Son, you'll be in the Way, you 


— 


Bev. jun. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll take a Chair and go 
to Mr. Scaland's, where the young Lady and I will wait 
your Leiſure. - | 

Sir J. Bev. By no Means — The old Fellow will 
be ſo vain, if he ſees — 1 
eV. 
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Bev. jun. Ay = But the young Lady, Sir, will 
think me ſo indifferent. 


Humph. Ay— there you are right—preſs your Rea- 
dineſs to go to the Bride=—he won't let you. 


I Ale to Bevil jun. 
Bev. jun. Are you ſure of that? [A/ide to Humph. 
Humph. How he likes being prevented. [Alde. 


Sir J. Bev. No, no: You are an Hour or two too 
early. Beſides, this Scaland is a moody old Fellow): 
There's no dealing with ſome People, but by managing 
with Indifference. We muſt leave to him the Conduct 
of this Day. Ir is the Jaſt of his commanding his 
Daughter. | | 

Bw. jun. Sir, he can't take it ill, that I am impatient 
to be hers. „ 

Sir J. Bev. Pray let me govern in this matter: you 
can't tell how humourſome old Fellows are: ——— 
There's no offering Reaſon to ſome of 'em, eſpecially 
when they are rich If my Son ſhould fee him, 
before I've brought old Scaland into better Temper, the 
Match would be impracticable. [ Aide. 

 Humph. Pray, Sir, let me beg you to let Mr. Bevil 
g0.—See whether he will or not. [ 4/ide to Sir John. 
— [Feen to Bev.) Pray, Sir, command yourſelf; 
| fince you ſee my Maſter is poſitive, it is better you 
ſhould not go. 
Sir F. Bev. So! I muſt even leave Things as I found 
them: and in the mean Time, at leaſt, keep old Sea- 
land out of his Sight. Well, Son, I'll go myſelf and 
take Orders in your Aﬀair——You'll be in the Way, [ 
| ſuppoſe, if I ſend to you Lil leave your old Friend 
with you Humphrey——don't let him ſtir, d'ye hear: 
Your Servant, your Servant. [Exit Sir John. 

 Humph. I have a ſad Time on't, Sir, between you and 
my Maſter [ ſee you are unwilling, and I know 
his violent Inclinations for the Match—— I muſt betray 
neither, and yet deceive you both, for your common 
Good Heav'n grant a good End of this Matter; 
But there is a Lady, Sir, that gives your Father much 
Trouble and Sorrow—— You'll pardon me. j 
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Bev. jun. Humphrey, I know thou art a Friend to 


both; and in that Confidence, I dare tell thee That 
 Lady—is a Woman of Honour and Virtue. You may 


aſſure yourſelf, I never will marry without my Father's 


Conſent: But give me Leave to ſay too, this Declaration 


does not come up to a Promiſe, that I will take whom- 


ſoever he pleaſes. 
Humph. My dear Maſter, were I but worthy to know 
this Secret, that ſo near concerns you, Life, my all, 
ſhould be encag'd to ſerve you. This, Sir, I dare pro- 
miſe, that I am ſure I will, and can be ſecret. your Truſt, 
at worſt, but leaves you where you were; and if | cannot 
ſerve you, I will at once be plain, and tell you ſo. 
Bev. juv. That's all I aſk: Thou haſt made it now 
my Intereſt to truſt thee —— Be patient then, and hear 
the Story of my Heart. 
Humph. I am all Attention, Sir. | 
Bev jun. You may remember, Humphrey, that in m 
laſt Travels, my Father grew uneaſy at my making ſo 
long a Stay at Toulon. 


Humph, | remember it; he was apprehenſive ſome 


Woman had laid hold of you. 

Bev. jun. His fears were juſt; for there I firſt ſaw 
this Lady: She is of Engli/þ Birth: Her Father's 
Name was Danvers, a younger Brother of an anci- 
ent Family, and originally an eminent merchant of 
Briſtol; who upon repeated Misfortunes, was reduced 


to go privately to the Indies. In this Retreat Provi- 


dence again grew favourable to his Induſtry, and, in 
fix Years Time, reſtored him to his former Fortunes : 
On this he ſent Directions over, that his Wife and 
little Family ſhould follow him to the Indien. His 
Wife, impatient to obey ſuch welcome Orders, would 
not wait the Leiſure of a Convoy, but took the firſt 
Occaſion of a ſingle Ship, and with her Huſband's Siſ- 
ter only, and this Daughter, then ſcarce ſeven Years 
old, undertook the fatal Voyage. For here, poor 
Creature, ſhe loſt her Liberty, and Life; ſhe, and her 
Family, with all they had, were unfortunately taken 
by a Privateer from Toulon, Being thus made a Priſoner 

6 | | though, 
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though, as fuch, not ill- treated, yet the Fright, the 
Shock, and the cruel Difappointment, ſei z d with ſuch 
Violence upon her unhealthy Frame, ſhe ſicken'd, pined 
and died at Sea. 

Humpb. Poor Soul! O the helpleſs Infant? 
| Bev. jun. Her Siſter yet ſurviv'd, and had the Care 
of her: 'The Captain too proved to have Humanity, and 
decame a Father to her; for having himſelf married 
an Engliþ Woman, and being childleſs, he brought 
home, into Toulon, this her little Country- woman; pre- 
ſenting her, with all her dead Mother's Moveables of 

Value to his Wife, to be educated as his own adopted 

Daughter. | | 

Humph. Fortune here ſeem'd, again, to ſmile on her. 


Bev. jun. Only to make her Frowns more terrible: For 
In his of Fortune, this Captain too, her Bene- 


factor, unfortunately was kill'd at Sea, and dying in- 
teſtate, his Eſtate fell wholly to an Advocate, his Brother, 


who coming ſoon to take Poſſeſſion, there found (among 


his other Riches) this —_— Virgin, at his Mercy. 
 Humph. He durſt not ſure abuſe his Power! 


Bev. jun, No wonder if his pamper'd Blood was fired 


at the Sight of her——in ſhort, he lov'd: but when all 
Arts and gentle Means had fail'd to move, he offer'd 
too his Menaces in vain, denouncing Vengeance on her 
Cruelty; demanding her to account for all her Main- 
tenance, from her Childhood; ſeiz'd on her little For- 
tune, as his own Inheritance, and was dragging her by 
Violence to Priſon; when Providence, at the Inſtant 
interpos'd, and ſent me, by Miracle, to relieve her. 
 Humph. Twas Providence indeed: But pray, Sir, 
after all this Trouble, how came this Lady at laſt to 
England 7 


Bev. jun. The diſappointed Advocate, finding ſhe had 


ſo unexpected a Support, on cooler Thoughts, deſcended 
to a Compoſition; which I, without her Knowledge, 
ſecretly diſcharg'd. 

Humph. That generous Concealment made the Obli- 
gation double, _ 
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Bev. jun. Having thus obtain'd her Liberty, I pre- 
vail'd, not without ſome Difficulty, to ſee her ſafe to. 


England; where we no ſooner arrived, but my Father, jea- 
lous of my being imprudently engaged, immediately pro- 


poſed this other fatal Match that hangs upon my Quiet. 


Humph. I find, Sir, you are irrecoverably fix'd upon 
this Lady. | 8 | 
Bev. jun. As my vital Life dwells in my Hear. 
and yet you ſee—what I do to pleaſe my Father: Walk 


in this Pageantry of Dreſs, this ſplendid Covering of - 
 Sorrow——But, Humphrey, you have your Leſſon. 


Humph. Now, Sir, 1 have but one material Queſ- 
tion— 
| Sew, jun. Aſk it freely. 
Houmph. Is it, then, your own Paſſion for this ſecret 
Lady, or hers for you, that gives you this Averſion to 
the Match your Father has propoſed you? 

Bev. jun. I ſhall appear, Humphrey, more romantick 
in my Anſwer, than in all 
tho' I dote on her to death, and have no little Reaſon to 
believe ſhe has the ſame Thoughts for me; yet in all my 
Acquaintance, and utmoſt Privacies with her, I never 
once directly told her, that I loved. 

Humph, How was it poſſible to avoid it? 


Bev. jun. My tender Obligations to my Father have | 


laid ſo inviolable a Reſtraint upon my Conduct, that till 


I have his Conſent to ſpeak, I am determin'd, on that 


Subject, to be dumb for ever: 


Humph. Well, Sir, to your Praiſe be it ſpoken, you are 


eertainly the moſt unfaſhionable Lover in Great Britain. 
Enter Tom. 


Tom. Sir, Mr. Myrtle's at the next Door, and if you 


are at Leiſure, will be glad to wait on you. 
Bev. jun. Whenever he pleaſes———hold, Tom! did 
you receive no Anſwer to my Letter? | 
Tom. Sir, I was deſir'd to call again; for I was told, 
her Mother would not let her be out of her Sight ; but 
about an Hour hence, Mrs, Phillis ſaid, I ſhould have one. 

Bev. Jan, Very well. | | 
Humph, 


the reſt of my Story: For 


- 
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Humph. Sir, I will take another Opportunity; in the 
mean Time, I only thiak it proper to tell you, that from 
a Secret I know, you may appear to your Father as for- 
ward as you pleaſe, to marry Lucinda, without the leaſt 
Hazard of its coming to a Concluſion - Sir, your 
moſt obedient Servant. y 

Bev. jun. Honeſt Humphrey, continue but my Friend, 
in this Exigence, and you ſhall always find me yours. 
(Exit Humph, 
I long to hear how my Letter has ſacceeded with La- 
cinda. Poor Myrtle, what Terrors muſt he be in all 
this while Since he knows ſhe is offer'd to me, 
and refuſed to him, there is no converſing, or taking any 
| Meaſures with him, for his own Service, But I ought 
l - bear with my Friend, and uſe him as one in Adver- 

_ uUty3 oy 
All his Diſquietudes by my own I prove, 
The greateſt Grief's Perplexity in Love. [Exeunt, 


ACT UH. SCENE I. 
SCE N EE Continues, 


Enter Bevil jun. and Tom. 


| Tom. OIR, Mr. Myrtle. | 
Bev. jun. Very well,. do you ſtep again, 
| and wait for an Anſwer to my Letter. 
Enter Myrtle. 


Bev. jun. Well, Charles, why ſo much Care in thy 


I ͤCountenance? Is there any Thing in the World deſerves 


it? You, who uſed to be ſo gay, fo open, fo vacant! 
Mert. I think we have of late chang'd Complexions. 
You, who us'd to be much the | wg Man, are now 
all Air in your Behaviour ut the Cauſe of my 
Concern, may, for ought I know, be the ſame o_ 
3 8 
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that gives you all this Satisfaction. In a Word, I am 
told that you are this very Day (and your Dreſs confirms 
me in it) to be married to Lucinda. 

Bev. jun. You are not miſinform'd- -Nay, put 
not on the Terrors of a Rival, *till you hear me out, I 
ſhall diſoblige the beſt of Fathers, if I don't ſeem ready 
to marry Lucinda; and you know I have ever told you, 

you might make Uſe of my ſecret Reſolution, never 
to marry her, for your own Service, as you pleaſe, 
But I am now driven to the Extremity of immediately 
refuſing, or complying, unleſs you help me to eſcape 
the Match. 1 

| Myrt. Eſcape? Sir, neither her Merit, nor her For- 
tune are below your Acceptance. Eſcaping, do you 

| call it! 


Bev. jun, Dear Sir, do you wiſh I ſhould defire the 
| Match? | {i 
| Myrt. No but ſuch is my humorous and fickly 
| State of Mind, ſince it has been able to reliſh nothing 
but Lucinda, that tho I muſt owe my Happineſs to your 
Averſion to this Marriage, I can't bear to hear her 
ſpoken of with Levity or Unconcern, = 
Bev. jun. Pardon me, Sir; I ſhall tranſgreſs that Way 
no more. She has Underſtanding, Beauty, Shape, Com- 
plexion, Wit 
Myrt. Nay, dear Bevil, don't ſpeak of her as if you 
lov'd her, neither. LY 
Bev. jun. Why then, to give you Eaſe at once, tho' I 
allow Lucinda to have good Senſe, Wit, Beauty, and Vir- 
tue; I know another, in whom theſe Qualities appear 
to me more amiable, than in her. 
Myrt. There you ſpoke like a reaſonable and good Ve 
natur'd Friend. When you acknowledge her Merit, and k1 


1 
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own your Prepoſſeſſion for another, at once you gratify th 
my Fondneſs, and cure my Jealouſy. | de 
Bev. jun. But all this while you take no Notice, you m 


have no Apprehenſion of another Man, that has twice FA 
the Fortune of either of us. | 


Myre. Cimberten! Hang him, a formal, philoſophi- 
cal, pedantick Coxcomb For the Sot, with all _— vie 
1 
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crude Notions of divers Things, under the Direction of 
great Vanity, and very little Judgment, ſhews his ſtrong- 
elt Bias is Avarice; which is ſo predominant in him, 
that he will examine the Limbs of his Miſtreſs with the 
Caution of a Jockey, and pays no more Compliment to 
ber perſonal Charms, than it ſhe were a mere breeding 

Animal. | | 
Bev. jun. Are you ſure that is not affected? I have 
known tome Women ſooner ſet on Fire by that Sort of 
Negligence, than by —— 

Myrt. No, no; hang him, the Rogue has no Art, it 
is pure ſimple [ndolence and Stupidity. 

Bew. juz. Yet with all this, I don't take him for a 
Fool. 5 
Myrt. I own the Man is not a Natural; he has a 
very quick Senſe, tho? very flow Underſtanding. He 
ſays, indeed, many Things, that want only the Circum- 
ſtances of Time and Place, to be very juſt and agreeable. 

Bev. jun. Well, you may be ſure of me, if you can 
diſappoint him; but my Intelligence ſays, the Mother 
has aQually ſent for the Conveyancer, to draw Articles 
for his Marriage with Lucinda; tho' thoſe for mine with 
her, are, by her Father's Order, ready for ſigning, but 
it ſeems ſhe has not thought fit to conſult either him or 
his Daughter in the Matter. | 

Myrt. Pſhaw! A poor troubleſome Woman 
Neither Lucinda, nor her Father, will ever be brought 
to comply with it, beſides, I am ſure, Cimberton can 
make no Settlement upon her, without the Concurrence 
of his great Uncle Sir Geeffry, in the Welt, 

Le v. jun. Well, Sir, and I can tell you, that's the 
very Point that is now laid before her Counſel; to 
know whether a firm Settlement can be made, without 
this Uncle's actually joining in it. Now pray conſi- 
der, Sir, when my Affair with Lucinda comes, as it ſoon 
tuft, to an open Rupture, how are you ſure that Cie: 
 berteu's Fortune may not then tempt her Father, oo, to 
hear bis Propoſals, 

Met. There you are right indeed, that mult be pro- 
*1ded againſt Do you kuow who are her Counſel ? 

B Bev. 
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more than Life at Stake on your Fidelit 
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Bev. jun. Yes, for your Service I have found out that 


too, they are Se:jeant Brandl le and Old Target 
by the Way, they are neither of em known in the Fa- 
mily; now | was thinking, why you might not put a 
couple of falſe Counſel upon her, to delay and confound 
Matters a little beſides, it may probably let you 
into the Bottom of her whole Deſign againſt you. 

Myrt. As how, pray? 

Bev. jun. Why, can't you ſlip on a black Wig and a 


| Gown, and be Old Br.amble yourſeif? 


Myrt. Ha! I don't diſlike it - but what ſhall I do 
for a Brother in the Caſe? | 
Bew. jun. What think you cf my Fellow, Tom? the 
Rogue's intelligent, and is a good Mimick; all his Part 
will be but to ſtutter heartiiy, for that's Old Targer's 


Caſe - the Conduct of the Scene will chiefly lie upon you, 


Art. I like it of all Things; if you'll fend Tom to 
my Chambers, I will give him full Inſtructions: This 


will certainly give me Occaſion to raiſe Nithculties, to 


puzzle, or confound her Project for a while, at leaſt. 


Bev. jun. I'll warrant you Succeſs; fo far we are 


right then: and now, Caries, your -ppiehenſion of my 


marrying her, is all you have to get over. | 


Myrt. Dear Bewil! tho' I know you are my Friend, 
yet when I abſtract myſeif from my own Intereſt in the 
Thing, I know no Objection ſhe can make to you, or 
you to her, and therefore hope — 

Bew. jun. Dear Mrtie, I am as much obliged to you 
for the Cauſe of your Suſpicion, as I am offended at the 
Effect: But be aſſured, I am taking Meaſures for your 
certain Security, and that all Things with regard to me 
will end in your entire Satisfaction. 

Myrt. Well, I'll promiſe you to be as eaſy and as con- 
fident as I can; tho? I cannot but remember that I have 

. { Going. 

Bew. jun. Then depend upon it, you have no Chance 


againſt you. 


Art. Nay, no Ceremony, you know I muſt be going. 
[Exit Myrtle. 

Bev. jun, Well! this is another Inſtance of the Per- 
| 5 plexities 
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phexities which ariſe too, in faithful Friendſhip: But all 
this while poor Indiana is tortured with the Doubt of 


me! I'll take this Opportunity to viſit her; for tho? the 
religious Vow I have made to my Father, reſtrains me 


from ever marrying without his Approbation, yet that 


confines me not from ſeeing a virtuous Woman, that is 
the pure Delight of my Eyes, and the guiltleſs Joy of 
my Heart: But the beſt Condition of Human Life is but 
a gentle Miſery, | | 

- To hope for perfect Happineſs is vain, 


And Love has ever its Allays of Pain. [ Exits 


Enter Iſabella, and Indiana in her own Lodgings. 


Lab. Ves ſay tis Artifice, dear Child; I ſay to 
thee, again and again, *tis all Skill and Management, 


Ind. Will you perſuade me there can be an ill Deſign, 
in ſupporting me in the Condition of a Woman of Qua- 


lity ? attended, dreſs'd, and lodg'd like one, in my Ap- 
pearance abroad, and my Furniture at home, every Way 
in the moſt ſumptuous Manner, and he that does it has 
an Artifice, a Deſign in it? 

Lab. Yes, Yes. 

Iud. And all this without ſo much as explaining to 
me, that all about me comes from bim! | 

Laab. Ay, ay, | 
the Title to all you have the more in him! 

Ind. The more in Him !—He ſcorns the Thought 

Jab. Then He lle He | 

Ind. Well, be not ſo eager—=—If he is an ill Man, 
let us look into his Stratagems. Here is another of 
them. [Shewwing a Letter] Here's two hundred and fifty 
Pound in Bank-Notes, with theſe Words, To pay 
for the Set of Dreſſing- plate, which will be brought 
home To-morrow.'” Why, dear Aunt, now here's 


another Piece of Skill for you, which I own I cannot 
comprehend—and it is with a bleeding Heart I hear 
you ſay any Thing to the Diſadvantage of Mr. Bevil. 
When he is preſent, I look upon him as one to whom I 
owe my Life, and the Support of it: Then again, as the 
Man who loves me with Sincerity and Honour. When 
| | — 32 Kis 
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his Eyes are caſt another Way, and I dare ſurvey him, 
my Hears is painfully divided between Shame and 
Love=—Heigh! ho! | 155 

1/ab. Heigh! ho! indeed. It is better to ſay ſo, as you 
are now, .than as many others are. There are among 


the Deſtroyers of Women, the gentle, the generous, 


the mild, the affable, the humble, who all, toon after 
their Succeſs in their Deſigns, turn to the contrary of 
thoſe Charafters. I will own to you, Mr. Bewil car- 


_ Ties his Hypocriſy the beſt of any Man living, but ſtill 
kc is a Man, and therefore a Hypocrite. They embrace 


without Love; they make Vows without Conſcience of 
Obligation; they are Partners, nay, Seducers to the 
Crime, wherein they pretend to be leſs puilty. 
lad. That's truly obſerved. [4/ide, 
But what's all this to Bevil? | 
Jab. This is to Bevil, and all Mankind. Won't you 
be on your Guard againſt thoſe who would betray you ? 


Won't you doubt thoſe who would contemn you for be- 
| lieving em? Such is the World, and ſuch (ſince the 


Behaviour of one Man to my ſelf) have I believ'd all the 
reſt of the Sex. [ H/ade. 

Ind. I will net doubt the Truth of Beil, I will not 
doubt it: He has not ſpoken it by an Organ that is 
given to lying: His Eyes are all that have ever told 


me that he was mine: I know his Virtue, I know his 
filial Piety, and ought to truſt his Management with a 


Father, to whom he has uncommon Obligations. What 


have I to be cancern'd for? my Leſſon is very ſhort. If 


he takes me for ever, my Purpoſe of Life is only to 
pleaſe him. If he leaves me (which Heaven avert) I 


know he'll do it nobly ; and I ſhall have nothing to do 


but to learn to die, after worſe than Death bas happen'd 
to me. 


ſelf that a Man of bis Figure and Fortune will make 
himfelf the Jeſt of the Town, and marry a handſome 


Beggar for Love. x 
Id. The Town! I muſt tell you, Madam, the Fools 

that laugh at Mr. Bevil, will but make themſelves more 
xidiculqus ; 


1/ab. Ay, do, perſift in your Credulity ! flatter your- 
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ridicolous; his Actions are the Reſult of thinking, and 
he has Senſe encugh to make even Virtue faſhionable. 
{/ab. Come, come; if he were the honeſt Fool you 


fake him for, why has he kept you here theſe three 


Weeks, without ſending you to Brio? in ſearch of 
your Father, your Family, and your Relations ? 

Ind. I am convinc'd he itil! deſigns it: Beſides, has he 
not writ to Bro? and has not he Advice that my Fa- 
ther has not been heard of there, almoſt theſe twenty 
Years ? | 

1/ab. All Sham, mere Evaſion ; he is afraid, if he 
ſhould carry you thither, your honeſt Relations may take 
you out of his Hands, and ſo blow up all his wicked 
Hopes at once. | Os 

Ind. Wicked Hopes! did I ever give him any ſuch; 

Lab. Has he ever given you any honeſt ones? Can 
you ſay, in your Conſcience he has ever once offer d to 
marry you? | — 

Ind. No! but by his Behaviour I am convinc'd he 
will offer it, the Moment tis in his Power, or confiſtent 


with his Honour, to make ſuch a Promiſe good to me. 
Jab. His Honour! 


Ind. I will rely upon it; therefore deſire you will not 


make my Life uneaſy by theſe ungrateful Jealouſies of 


one, to whom I am, and wiſh to be oblig'd: For from 


= Integrity alone, I have reſolv'd to hope for Happi - 
neſs. _ 

1/ab. Nay, I have done my Duty ; if you won't ſee, 
at your Peril be ir. | 

Ind. Let it be—This is his Hour of viſiting me. [ Apart. 
All the reſt of my Life is but waiting *cill he comes: 
J live only when Um with him. [ Exit, 

Jab. Well, go thy Ways, thou wilful Innocent! [ 
once had almoſt as much Love for a Man, who poorly 
left me, to marry an Eſtate—— And | am now, againſt 
my Will, what they call an Old Maid but I will 
not let the Peeviſhneſs of that Condition grow upon 
me only keep up the Suſpicion of it, to prevent 


this Creature's being any other than a Virgin, except 
B 3 Re enter 


upon proper Terms. 
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Re-enter Indiana ſpeaking to a Ser want. 


Ind. Defire Mr. Bevil to walk in -Deſizn! 1 
poſkible! A baſe defigning Mind could never think of 
what he hourly puts in Praftice——-And yet, fince the 


late Rumour of his Marriage, he ſeems more reſerv'd 


than formerly——he ſends in too, before he ſees me, to 


know if I am at leiſure — ſuch new Reſpect may cover 


Coldneſs in the Heart—it certainly makes me thought- 
ful————Pll know the wor at once; I'll lay ſuch fair 
Occaſions in his Way, that it ſhall be impoſſible to avoid 
an Explanation for theſe Doubts are inſupportable ! 
hut ſee! he comes, and clears them all. - 
Exter Bevil jun. 
Bev. jun. Madam, your moſt obedient Tam. 
afraid I broke in upon your Reſt laſt Night==——"twas 
very late before we parted; but *twas your own Fault; 
I never ſaw you in ſuch agreeahle Humour. 
Ind. I am extremely glad we were both pleas'd ; for 
I thought I never ſaw you better Company. 
Bev. jun. Me, Madam! you rally: I faid very little. 
Jad. But, I am afraid, you heard me ſay a great deal; 


| and when a Woman is in the talking Vein, the moſt 


agreeable Thing a Man can do, you know, is to have 
Patience, to hear her. | | 
Bev. jun. Then it's pity, Madam, you ſhould ever be 


| filent, that we might be always agreeable, to one another. 


Id. If J had your Talent, or Power, to make my 
Actions ſpeak for me, I might indeed be fileat, and yet 
pretend to ſomething more than the agreeable, 

Bev jun, If I might be vain of any Thing in my 
Power, Madam, it is that my Underſtanding, from all 


your Sex, has mark'd you out as the moſt deſerving 


Object of my Eſteem. : 
Ind. Should I think I deſerve this, it were enough to 
make my Vanity forfeit the very Eſteem you offer me, 
Bev. jun. How ſo, Madam ? „ 
Ind. Becauſe Eſteem is the Reſult of Reaſon, and to 
deſerve it from good Senſe, the Height of human Glory. 


— Nay 3 
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Nay, I had rather a Man of Honour ſhould pay me 


that, than all the Homage of a fincere and human Love. 


Bey. jun, You certainly diſtinguiſh right Madam ; 
Love often kindles from external Merit only 


Ind. Bat Eſteem riſes from a higher Source, the Merit 


of the Soul = 
Bew. jar, True — And great Souls only can deſerve 
OY | | Boawing reſbectſully. 
Ind. Now I think they are greater till, that can fo 
charitably part with it. . 

Bev. jun. New, Madam, you make me vain, ſince 
the utmoſt Pride and Pleaſure of my Life is, that | 
eſteem you——as | ought. X 

Ind. ¶ Aſde.] As lie ouglit! ſtill more perplexing! he 
neither ſaves nor kills my Hope. 

Bev. jun. But, Madam, we grow grave, methinks— 
Let's find ſome other Subject. Pray how did you like 
the Opera laſt Night. | 

Ind. Firſt give me Leave to thank you for my Tickets. 

Bev. jun. O] your Servant, Madam—— 


it 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Signior Carbonelli ſays he waits your 
Commands, in the next Room, 


' Bev. jun. A propos! you were ſaying Yeſterday, 


Madam, you had a Mind to hear him——will you give 
him Leave to entertain you now ? | 

Ind. By all Means: defire the Gentleman to walk in. 

[ Ex, Servant, 


Her à Sonata is play d. Bevil Junior awaits on the 
Maſter to the Door, &c. 


Bev. jun. You ſmile, Madam, to ſee me ſo Complai- 


ſant to one, whom [I pay for his Viſit: Now, I own, Il 


think it not enough barely to pay thoſe, whoſe Talents 
are ſuperior to our own (I mean ſuch Talents as wculd 
become our Condition, if we had them.) Methinks we 
ought to do ſomething more, than barely gratify them 
for what they do at our Command, only becauſe their 
Fortune is below us, 

B 4 Ird. 
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Ind. You ſay I ſmile: I afſure you it was a Smile 91 
Approbation; for indeed I cannot but think it the di- 
tinguiſhing Part of a Gentleman, to make his Superiority 
of Fortune as eaſy to his Inferiors as he can 
Now once more to try him. [At. —-I was ſaying juſt 
now, I believe you would never let me diſpute with 
you, and I dare fay it will always be ſo: However, [ 
muſt have your Opinion upon a Subject, which created 
a Debate between my Aunt and me, juſt before you 
came hither; ſhe would needs have it, that no Man 
ever does any extraordinary Kindneſs or Service for a 
Woman, but for his own Sake. 

i jun, Well, Madam! indeed I can't but be of her 
ind, = | 
Ind. What, though he would maintain, and ſupport 

her without demanding any Thing of her on her Part? 

Bev. fun. Why, Madam, is making an Expence in the 

Scrvice of a valuable Woman (for ſuch I muſt ſuppoſe 

her) though ſhe ſhould never do him any Favour, nay, 

though ſhe ſhould never know who did her ſuch Service, 
ſuch a mighty heroick Buſineſs? | „ 
1nd. Certainly ! I ſhould. think he muſt be a Man of 

an uncommon Mold. 2 3 
Bev. jun. Dear Madam, why ſo? 'tis but at beſt a 

better Taſte in Expence: To beſtow upon one, whom. 

he may think one of the Ornaments of the whole Crea- 
tion, to be conſcious, that from his Superfluity, an in- 
nocent, a virtuous Spirit, is ſupported above the Temp- 
tations and Sorrows of Life! That he ſees Satisfaction, 

Health and Gladneſs in her Countenance, while he en- 

joys the Happineſs of ſeeing her (as that I will ſuppoſe 

too, or he muſt be too abſtracted, too inſenfible) I ſay 
if he is allowed to delight in that Proſpect; alas! what 
mighty Matter is there, in all this? 

Ind. No mighty Matter, in fo diſintereſted a Friend- 
ſhip! wo | 

Bev. jun. Diſintereſted! I can't think him ſo! your 
Hero, Madam, is no more, than what every. Gentleman 
ought to be, and | believe very many are He is only 
one, who takes more Delight in Reflexions than — 4 

| ns 
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ſations; he is more pleaſed with Thinking, than Eating; 
that's the utmoſt you can ſay of him —— Why, Madam, 
a greater Expence, than all this, Men lay out upon an 
unneceſſary Stable of Horſes. 
Ind. Can you be ſincere in what you ſay? 
Bev jun. You may depend upon it, if you know any 
ſuch Man, he does not love Dogs inordinately. 
Ind. No, that he does not. | 
Bew. jun. Nor Cards, nor Dice. 
tad. No; © 
Bev. jun. Nor Bottle Companions. 
Ind. No. 
Bev. jun. Nor looſe Women. | 
Ind. No, I'm ſure he does not. 5 
Bev. iu. Take my Word then, if your admired Hero 
is not liable to any of theſe kind of Demands: there's 
no ſuch Preheminence in this, as you imagine: Nay, this 
Way of Expence you ſpeak of, is what exalts and raiſes 


him that has a Tafte for it: And at the ſame Time, his 


Delight is incavable of Satiety, Diſguſt or Penitence. 
Ind. But till I inſiſt his having no private Intereſt in 
the Action, makes it prodigious, almoſt incredible. 
Bev. jun, Dear Madam, I never knew you more mif. 
taken: Why, who can be more an Uſurer, than he, 
who lays out his Money in ſuch valuable Purchaſes ? 
If Pleaſure be worth purchaſing, how great a Pleaſure 
is it to him, who has a true Taſte of Life, to eaſe an 
aking Heart, to ſee the human Countenance lighted 
up into Smiles of Joy, on the Receipt of a Bit of Oar, 
which is ſuperfluous, and otherwile uſeleſs in a Man's 
on Pocket? What could a Man do better with his Caſh? 
This is the Effect of an humane Diſpoſition, where there 
is only a general Tye of Nature, and common Neceſ- 
ſity. What then muſt it be, when we ſerve an Object of 
Merit, of Admiration! 1 
Ind. Well! the more you argue againſt it, the more 
J ſhall admire the Generoſity. | 
Bev. jun. Nay Then Madam, tis Time to fly 


after a Declaration, that my Opinion ſtrengthens my 
Adverſary's Argument — ! had beſt haſten to my Ap- 
. B 5 pointment 
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ointment with Mr. Myrtle, and be gone, while we are 

riends, and before Things are brought to an Ex- 

em ty —— [Ext careleſy. 

| Enter Iſabella. | 

Lab. Well, Madam, what think you of him now, 
pray ? | 

Ind. I proteſt I begin to fear he is wholly diſintereſted 


in what he does for me. On my Heart, he has no other 


View, but the mere Pleaſure of doing it, and has neither 
good or bad Deſigns upon me. 

Jab. Ah! dear Niece! don't be in Fear of both! Þ ll 
warrant you, you will know Time enough, that he is 
not indifferent, * 
Ind. You pleaſe me, when you tell me fe: For if 
he has any Wiſhes towards me, I know he will not pur- 
fue them, but with Honour. 

Jab. I wiſh, I were as confident of one, as tother— 


I ſaw the reſpectful Downcaſt of his Eyes, when you 


catcht him gzzing at you during the Muſick: He, I 
warrant, was ſurpriz'd, as if he had been taken ſtealing 
your Watch. O! the undiſſembled guilty Look! but 


it's all a Perplexity, till till — ill 


Ind. Till what? 


Jab. Till I know whether Mr. Myrtle and Mr. Bei! A 
are really Friends or Focs——And that I will be con- 


viaced of, before I fleep: For you ſhall not be de- 
ceiv'd. 
Ind. I'm ſure, I never ſhall, if your Fears can guard 


me: In the mern Time Fll wrap myſelf up in the In- 


tegrity of my own Heart, nor dare to doubt of his. 
As conſcious Honour all his Actions ſteers ; | 
So conſcious Innocence diſpels my Fears. [Exe, 
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ACT IL SCENE 1 
SCENE, Sealants Houſe, 


Enter Tom meeting Phillis. 
Ton. ELL, Phillis !/—what with a Face, as if 


you had never ſeen me before What a 
Work have I to do now ? She has ſeen ſome new Viſitant 
at their Houſe, whoſe Airs ſhe has catch'd, and is reſolv'd 
to practiſe them upon me. Numberleſs are the Changes 
ſhe'll dance thro', before ſhe'll anſwer this plain Quel- 
tion; wvidelzcer, Have you deliver'd my Maſter's Letter to 
your Ledy? Nay, I know her too well, to aſæ an Account 
of it, in an ordinary Way; I'll be in my Airs as well as 
ſhe. r Madam, as unhappy as you are 
at preſent pleaſed to make me, I would not in the gene- 
ral be any other than what I am; I would not be a bit 
wiſer, a bit richer, a bit taller, a bit ſhorter, than I am 


F — this Inſtant. [ Looking ſteal ff at ber, 


Phil Did ever any Body doubt, Maſter 7-:mas;, but 
that you were extremely ſatisfied with your ſweet ſelf? 

Tom. I am indeed——The Thing I have leaſt Reaſon 
to be ſatisſied with is my Fortune, and I am glad of my 
Poverty; perhaps if I were rich, I ſhould overlook 
the fineft Woman in the World, that wants nothing but 
Riches to be thought io. | 

Phil. How prettily was that ſaid? But I'Il have a 
great deal more, before I'll ſay one Word. [A iar. 

Tom. | ſhould, perhaps have been ſtupidly above 
her, had I not been her Equal; and by not being her 
Equal, never had Opportunity of being her Slave. I 
am my Maſter's Servant for Hire; I am my Miſtreſs's 
from Choice; wou'd ſhe but approve my Patſion. 

Phil. I think it is the firit Time I ever heard you 
ſpeak of it, with any Senſe of the Anguiſh, if you really 
do ſuffer any, | 


| Tom 2 
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Dom. Ah! Phillis, can you doubt, after what you have 
feen? 5 
Peil. I know not what I have ſeen, nor what 1 
have heard; but ſince I am at Leiſure, you may tell 
me when you fell in Love with me: How vou fell in 
Love with me; and what you have ſuffer'd, or are ready 

to ſuffer for me. | 1 
Tom. Oh! the unmerciful Jade! when I'm in hafte 
about my Mafter's Letter- But I muſt go thro! it, 
[He. I ah! too well I remember, when, and how, 
aud on what Occaſion I was firſt ſurpris d. It was 
on the firſt of April one thouſand ſeven hundred and 
fifteen, ] came into Mr. Sealand's Service; I was then 
a Robble-ce-Hoy, and you a pretty littie tight Girl, a 
favourite Hand-maid of the Houſekeeper At that 
JUime, we neither of us knew what was in us: I remem- 
ber, I was ordered to get out of the Window, one Pair 
of Stairs, to rub the Saſhes clean. the Perſon 
employ'd on the innerfide, was your charming ſelf, whom 
J had never ſcen before. 
Phil. I think I remember the filly Accident: What 
made ye, you Oaf, ready to fall down into the Street? 
Tem. You know not, I warrant you——D—You could 
not gueſs what ſurpris'd me. You took no Delight 
when you immediately grew wanton in your Conqueſt, 
aud put your Lips cloſe and breath'd upon the Glaſs, and 


Vhen my Lips appreach'd; a dirty Cloth you rubb'd 


againit my Face, and hid your beauteous Form; when 
J apain drew near, you fpit, and rubb'd, and ſmil'd at 
my Undoing. 

Ph]. What filly Thoughts you Men have! 

Len. We were Pyramus and Thiſhe——but ten times 
harder was my Fate; Pyramus could pcep only, through 
a Wall; I ſaw her, ſaw my Th;/te in all her Beauty, but 
as much kept from her as if a hundred Walls between, 
for there was more, there was her Will againſt mo 
Would ſhe but yet relent ? Oh, Phillis ! Phillis ! 
ſharten wy Torment, and declare. you pity me. 

Phil. I believe it's very ſufferable; the pain is not {0 
exquiſite, but tuat you may bear it a little longer. 


Tem. 
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Tom. Oh! my charming Phillis, if all depended on 
my fair one's Will, I couſd with Glory ſuffer 
But deareſt Creature, conſider our miſerable State. 
Phil. How! miſerable ! e 7 
Tcm, We are miſerable to be in Love, and under 
the. Command of others than thoſe we love with 
that generous Paſſion in the Heart, to be ſent to and fro 
on Errands, call'd, check'd, and rated for the meaneſt 
Trifles. Oh, Phillis! You don't know how many China 
Cups, and Glaſſes, my Paſſion for you has made me 
break: You have broken my Fortune, as well as my 
Heart. AS | g ; 
Phil. Well, Mr. Thomas, I cannot but own to you; 
that I believe, your Maſter writes and you ſpeak the beſt 
of any Men in the Wald. Never was a Woman ſo 
well pieas'd with a Letter, as my young Lady was with 
his, and this is an Anſwer to it. [Give im a Letter, 
Tem. This was well done, my deareſt ; conſider, 
ve muſt ſtrike out ſome pretty Livelihood for ovr 
ſelves, by cloſing their Affairs: It will be nothing for 
them to give us a little Being of our own, ſome ſmall Te- 
nement, out of their large Poſſeſſions: whatever they 
ive us, it will be more than what they keep for them- 
2 one Acre, with Phillis, would be worth a whole 
Country without her. 
Phil. O, could I but believe you! Fs 
Tem. If not the Utterance, believe the Touch of my 
Lips. _ | Kiffes ber. 
Phil. There's no contradicting you, how cloſcly you 
argue, Tom! | 
Tom. And will cloſer in due Time. Bat T muſt haſten 
with this Letter, to haſten towards the Poſteſſion of you 
hen, Phillis, conſider how 1 muſt be reveng'd, 
look to it, of all your Skittiſhneſs, ſhy Looks, and at 
beſt but coy Compliances 
Phil. Oh! Tom, you grow wanton, and ſenſual, as 
my Lady calls it, I muſt not endure it; Oh! Foh! you 
are a Man, an odious, filthy Male Creature; you ſhould 
behave, if you had a right Senſe, or were a Man of 
Senſe, like Mr. Cimberton, with. Diſtance and Indiffe- 
rence, 


» 
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rence, and not ruſh on one as if you were ſeizing a Prey. 
But buſh—the Ladies are coming——Good Tom, don't 
kiſs me above once, and be gone——Lard, we have been 
fooling and toying, and not conſider'd the main Bufineſs 
of our Maſters and Miſtreſſes. | 
Tom. Why, their Buſineſs is to be fooling and toying, 
as ſoon as the Parchments are ready. 
Phil. Well remember d——Parchments— my Lady, 
to my Knowledge, 2 Writings between her 
Coxcomb Couſin Cimberion and my Miſtreſs; though 
my Maſter has an Eye to the Parchments already pre- 
par'd between your Maſter, Mr. Bewi/, and my Miſtreſs; 
and I believe, my Miſtreſs herſel{ has fign'd and ſeal'd, 
in her Heart, to Mr. Myrile——Did I not bid you kiſs 
me but once and be gone? but I know you won't be 
ſatisfy'd. 
Tem. No, you ſmooth Creature, how ſhould I? 
6 [Kifing ber Hand. 
Phil. Well, ſince you are ſo humble, or fo cool, as to 
raviſh my Hand only, I'il take my Leave of you like a 
great Lady, and you a Man of Quality. 
5 | [They ſalute formally, 
Tom. Pox of all this State. [Offers to kiſs ber more cloſely. 
Phil. No, pr'ythee Tom, mind your Butineſs. O, here 
is my young Miſtreſs! [Tom. taps her Neck behind, and 
 kiffes bis Fingers. ] Go, ye liquoriſh Fool. [ Exit. Tom. 


Enter Lucinda. 


Luc. Who was that you was hurrying away ? 

r. One that I had no mind to part with. 
Luc. Why did you turn him away then ? 

Phil. For your Ladyſhip's Service, to carry your La- 

dyſhip's Letter to his Maſter, I could hardly pet the 

Rogue away. 

Luc. Why, has he ſo little Love for his Maſter ? 

Phil, No, but he has ſo much Love for his Miſtreſs, 

Luc. But I thought I heard him kiſs you, Why do 

you ſuffer that? ; 

Phil. Why, Madam, we Vulgar take it to be a Sign of 

Love; we Servants, we poor People, that have nothing but 

| | our 


The Consciovs Lovers. 39 


our Perſons to beſtow, or treat for, ſqueeze with our Hands, 
and ſeal with our Lips, to ratify Vows and Promiſes. 

Luc. But can't you truſt one another, without ſuch Ear- 
neſt down? | 

Phil. We don't think it ſafe, any more than you Gen- 
try, to come together without Deeds executed, 

Luc. Thou art a pert merry Huſley. 

Phil. I wiſh, Madam, your Lover and you were as 


happy, as Tom and your Servant are. 


Luc. You grow impertinent. 
Phil. I have done, Madam; and I won't aſk you, 


what you intend to do with Mr. Myrtle, what your Fa- 
ther will do with Mr. Bevil, nor what you all, eſpecially 


my Lady, mean by admitting Mr. Cimberton as particu- 
larly here, as if he were married to you already; nay, 


you are married actually as far as People of Quality are, 


Le. How's that? | 

Phil. You have different Beds in the ſame Houſe. 

Luc. Pſhaw! I have a very great Value for Mr. Be vil, 
but have abſolutely put an End to his Pretenſions, in the 
Letter I gave you for him: Fs 

Phil. Then Mr. Myrth.——— 

Luc. He had my Parents Leave to apply to me, and by 
that he has won me, and my AﬀeRions: who is to hare 
this Body of mine, without 'em, it ſeems, is nothing to 
me; my Mother ſays, tis indecent for me to let m 
Thoughts ſtray about the Perſon of my tluſband: Nay, 


ſhe ſays, a Maid, rightly virtuous, tho' ſhe may have 


been where her Lover was a thouſand times, ſhould not 
have made Obſervations enough, :o know him from ano- 
ther Man, when ſhe ſees him in a third Place. 

Phil. That is more than the Severity of a Nun, for not 


to ſee, when one may, is hardly poſſible; not to ſee when 


one can't is very eaſy: at this rate, Madam, there are a 


great many whom you have not feen, who 


Luc. Mamma ſays, the firſt Time you fee your Huſ- 
band ſhould be at that Inſtant he is made ſo; when your 
Father, with the Help of the Minitter, gives you to him; 
then you are to ſee him; then you are to obſerve and 
take Notice of him, becauſe then you are to obey him. 
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Phil. But does not my Lady remember, you are to 
love, as well as to obey? 

Luc. To love is a Paſſion, tis a Defire, and we muſt 
have no Defires. Oh! I cannot endure the Reflexion! 
With what inſeofibility on my Part, with what more than 
Patience, have I been expos'd, and offered to ſome au- 
ward P-ooby or other, in every County of Great-Britain ? 

Phil. Indeed, Madam, I wonder I never heard. you 
ſpeak of it before, with this Indignation. ; 
Luc. Every Corner of the Land has preſented me 
with a. wealthy Coxcomb. As faſt as one Treaty has gone 
off, another has come on, till my Name and Perſon have 
been the Tittle Tattle of the whole Town: 3 
Phil. But, Madam, all theſe Vexations will end very 
ſoon, in one for all: Mr. Cinberton is your Mother's 
Kinſman, and three hundred Years an older Gentleman 
than any Lover you ever had; for which Reafon, with 
that of his prodigious large Eſtate, ſhe is reiolved on 
him, and has ſent ontale the Lawyers accordingly. 
Nay, has (whether you know it or no) been in Treaty 
with Sir Geoff;y, who to join in the Settlement, has ac- 
cepted of a Sum to do it, and is every Moment expected 
in Town for that Purpoſe. 50 

Luc. How do you get all this Intelligence ? 

_ Phil. By an Art I have, I thank my Stars, beyond all 
the Waiting-Maids in Great-Britain; the Art of Liſt'ning, 
Madam, for your Ladyſhip's Service. 

Luc. I ſhall ſoon know. as much as you do; leave me, 
leave me, Phillis, be gone: Here, here, I'll turn you 
out. My Mother ſays I muſt not converſe. with my Ser- 
vants; tho! I muſt converſe with no one elſe. [ Exit Phil. 
Here he comes with my Mother—'t's much if he looks: 
at me; or if he does, takes no more Notice of me than 
of any other Moveable in the Room. 


Enter Mrs. Sealand, and Mr. Cimberton. 


Ars. Seal. How do J admire this ods, this learned 
Taſte of yours, and the worthy Regard you have to 


cur own ancient and honourable Houle, in conſulting 


a Means to keep the Blood as pure, and as regularl 
deſcended as may bes Ce. — 
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Cimb. Why, really Madam, the young Women of this 

Age are treated with Diſcourſes of ſuch a Tendency, 

and their Imaginations ſo bewilder'd in Fleſh and Blood, 

that a Man of Reaſon can't talk to be underſtood: They 

have no Ideas of Happineſs, but what are more grofs 

than the Grat fication of Hunger and Thirſt. 

Luc. With how much Reflexion he is a Coxcomb ? 

5 | [Aldi. 

Cimb. And in Truth, Madam, I have conſider'd it, 


as a moſt brutal Cuſtom, that Perſons of the firſt Cha- 


rater in the World, ſhould go as ordinarily, and with 
as little Shame, to Bed, as to Dinner with one another. 


They proceed to the Propagation of the Species, as 


_ openly, as to the Preſervation of the Individual. 
Luc. She that willingly goes to Bed to thee, muſt 
have no Shame, I'm ſure. Afrae. 
Me. Seal. Oh, Couſin Cimberion! Couſin Cimberton / 
how abſtracted, how refin'd, is your Senſe of Things; 
but, indeed, it is too true, there is nothing ſo ordinary 
as to ſay, in the beſt govern'd Families, my Mafter and 
Lady are gone to Bed; one does not know but it might 
have been faid of one's ſelf. [ Hiding ber Face with her Fan. 
Crab. Lycurgus, Madam, inſtituted otherwiſe; among 
the Lacedzmonians, the whole female World was preg- 
nant, but none, but the Mothers themſelves, knew by 
whom; their Meetings were ſecret, and the amorous 
| Congreſs always by Stealth; and no ſuch profeſſed Do- 
' ings between the Sexes; as are tolerated among us under 
the audacious Word, Marriage. 


Mrs. Seal. Oh! had I liv'd, in thoſe Days, and been 


a Matron, of Sparta, one might, with leſs Indecency, 


have had ten Children, according to that modeſt Inſti- 
tution, than one, under the Confuſion of our modern, 
barefac'd Manner. 4 | | ; 

Luc. And yet, poor Woman, ſhe has gone thro? the 
whole Ceremony, and here I ſtand a melancholy Proof 


of jt. | 7 Aide. 
Mrs. Seal. We will talk then of Buſineſs. That Girl 
walking about the Room there, is to be your Wife. She 


has, I confeſs, no Ideas, no Sentiments, that ſpeak her 
| born of a thinking Mother. | Cinò. 
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Cimb. I have obſerv'd her; her lively Look, free Air, 
and diſengag'd Countenance, — her ver) 


Luc. Very, what? 
 _ Cimb. If you pleaſe, Madam 
that Way. 

Mrs. Seal, Lucinda, ſay nothing to him, you are not a 
Match for him; when you are married, you may Vim 
to ſuch a Huſband, when you're ſpoken to. But, 
diſpofing of you, above yourſelf, every Way. 

Cimb, Madam, you cannot but obſerve the Incon- 
veniencies I expoſe myſelf to, in Hopes that your Lady- 
ſhip will be the Conſcrt of my better Part: As for the 
young Woman, ſhe is rather an Impediment, than a 
Help to a Man of Letters, and Speculation. Madam, 
there is no Reflexion, no Philoſophy, can at all Times 
ſubdue the ſenfitive Life, but the Animal ſha!l ſometimes 
carry away the Man: Ha! ay, the Vermillion of her Lips. 

Luc. Pray, don't talk of me thus. 

yang _ tty engagh——Fou 1 her Boſom. 

vc. Sir; Madam, don t you hear him ? 

Cimb. Her forward Chet. 

Luc. Intolerable. 

Cinb. High Health. | 

Luc. The grave, eaſy Impudence of him ' 

Cimb. Proud Heart. 

Luc. Stupid Coxcomb! 

| Cinb. I Hy, Madam, her Impatience, while we are 
looking at her, throws out all Attraftions—hber Arms— 
| her Neck—what a Spring in her Step! 

Luc. Don't you run me over thus, you ſtrange unac- 
countable ! 

Cimb. What an Elaſticity in | her Veins and Arteries! 

Lac. I have no Veins, no Arteries. 

Mr. Seal. Oh, Child, hear him, he talks finely, he's 
a Scholar, he knows what you have. 

. Cimb, The ſpeaking Invitation of her Shape, the 
gathering « of herſelf up, and the Indignation you ſee in 
pretty little Thing——now, I am conſidering her, 
on this Occaſion, but as one that is to be ar and 
pregnant undoubtedly ſhe will be yearly. 1 fear I * 
| Qr 


to ſet her a little 


The Conscious Lovers. 43 
for many Years, have Diſcretioa enough to give her one 
fallow Seaſon. | 3 

Luc, Monſter! there's no bearing it. The hideous 
Sot!—there's no enduring it, to be thus ſurvey'd like a 
Steed at Sale. „ . 

Cimb, At Sale! ſhe's very illiterate——Bot ſhe's very 
well limb'd too; turn her in; I ſee what ſhe is. 

Mrs. Seal. Go, you Creature, I am aſham'd of you. 

[Exit Lucinda in a Rage. 

Cinb. No harm done—you know, Madam, the better 
Sort of People, as I obſerv'd to you, treat by their Law- 

ers of Weddings [adjuſting bim/elf at the Glaſs] and the 

oman in the Bargain, like the Manfion-Houſe in the 

Sale of the Eſtate, is thrown in, and what that is, 
whether good or bad, is not at all conſider d. 

Mrs. Seal. I grant it, and therefore make no Demand 

for her Youth, and Beauty, and every other Accompliſh- 

ment, as the common World think em, becauſe ſhe is 
not polite. * 
C:imb. Madam, I marry to have an Heir to my Eſtate, 
and not to beget a Colony, or a Plantation: This young 

Woman's Beauty, and Conſtitution, will Pro- 
viſion for a tenth Child at leaſt. And I muſt depend 
upon my own Reflexion and Philoſophy, not to over- 
ſtock my Family. 

Mrs. Seal, I cannot help her, Couſin Cimberton; but 
ſhe is, for ought I ſee, as well as the Daughter of any 
Body elſe. 
Cin. That is very true, Madam. 


Enter a Servant who whiſpers Mrs. Sealand. 


Mr.. Seal. The Lawyers are come. But, good Cou- 

| fin, you muſt have Patience with em. Theſe Lawyers, 
I am told, are of a different Kind; one is what they call 
a Chamber-Counſel, the other a Pleader: The Convey- 
ancer is flow, from an Imperfection in his Speech, and 
therefore ſhun'd the Bar, but extremely paſhonate, and 
impatient of Contradiction: the other is as warm as he; 
but has a Tongue ſo voluble, and a Head ſo conceited, 
he will ſuffer no Body to ſpeak but himſelf. as 
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Cin. You mean old Serjeant Target, and Counſellor 


Bran? I have heard of em. 


Mrs. Seal. The ſame: ſhew in the Gentlemen. 
| [Exit Servant. 


Re enter Servant, introducing Myrtle and Tom, diſzui:'d 
ls as Bramble and Target. 

Mrs. Seal. Gentlemen, this is the Party concern'd, 
Mr. Cimberion; and I hope you have conſider'd of the 
Matter. | 

Tar. Yes, Madam, we have agreed that it muſt be 
by Indent—dent—dent—dent— 

Bram. Yes, Madam, Mr. Serjeant and myſelf have 
agreed, as he is pleas'd to inform you, that it muſt be 
an Indenture Tripartite, and Tripartite let it be, for Sir 
 Geoffry muſt needs be a Party; old Cimberton, in the 
Year 1619, fays, in that ancient Roll, in Mr. Serjeant's 
Hands, as Recourſe thereto being had, will more at 

large appear | | | 15 | 
Tar. Yes, and by the Deeds in your Hands, it ap- 
pears that 


Bram. Mr. Serjeant, I of you to make no Infe- 


rences upon what is in our Cuſtody; but ſpeak to the 
Titles in your own Deeds— 1 ſhall not ſhew that Dec d 
*ull my Client is in Town. 

Cinb. You know beſt your own Methods. 


Mrs. Seal. The fingle Queſtion is, whether the Intail 


is ſuch, that my Couſin Sir Geoffry, is neceſſary in this 


Affair? | 

Bram. Ves, as to the Lordſhip of Tretriplet, but not 
as to the Meſſuage of Grimgriober. | 

Tar. I ſay that Gr—gr— that Gr—gr—Grimpgribber, 
Grimgribber is in us. That is to ſay, the Remainder 
thereof, as well as that of Ty—rr—Tripler. 

Bram. You go upon the Deed of Sir Ralhb, made in 
the Middle of the laſt Century, precedent to that in 
which old Cimberton made over the Remainder, and made 
it paſs to the Heirs general, by which your Client comes 
in; and I queſtion whether the Remainder, even of Tre- 
triplet is in him But we are willing to wave on, 
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and give him a valuable Conſideration. But we ſhall 


not purchaſe what is in us for ever, as Grimgribber is, at 
the Rate as we guard againſt the Contingent of Mr. 
Cimberton having no Son 


Yet | 


Tar. Sir, G. gr Ber i 


Bram. I appreherd you very well, and your Argu- 


ment might be of Force, and we would be inclin'd to 
hear that in all its Parts But, Sir, I ſee very plainly 


what you are going into——l tell you it is as probable 
a Contingent that Sir Geoffry may die before Mr. Cin- 


_berton, as that he may outlive him. 
Tar. Sir, we are not ripe for that yet, but I mult ſay.- 


Bram. Sir, | allow you the whole Extent of that Ar- 
gument; but that will go no farther than as to the Clai- 


mants under old Cimberton I am of Opinion, that 
according to the Inſtructions of Sir Ra/ph, he could not 


dock the Entail, and then create a new Eſtate for the 


Heirs in general. 


Tar. Sir I have no Patience to be told that, when 


60 —— 


Bram. I will allow it you, Mr. Serjeant; but there 
muſt be the Word Heirs for ever, to make ſuch an 


Eſtate as you pretend. 55 

Cimb. I muſt be impartial, tho' you are Counſel for 
my Side of the Queſtion Were it not that you are ſo 
good as to allow him what he bas not ſaid, I ſhould think 
it very hard you ſhould anſwer him without bearing him 


hut, Gentlemen, I believe you have both conſider'd 


this Matter, and are firm in your different Opinions : 
*T were better therefore, you proceeded according to the 
particular Senſe of each of you, and give your Thoughts 
diſtinctly in Writin And do you ſee, Sirs, pray let 
me have a Copy of what you ſay, in Eglißb. 
Bram. Why, what is all we have been ſaying 


In Engli/þ! Oh! but I forgot myſelf, you're a Wit 


But however, to pleaſe you, Sir, you ſhall have it, in 

as plain Terms, as the Law will admit of. | 
Ciub. But I would have it, Sir, without Delay. 

| | Bram. 


— 


Then we know Sir Geoffry | 
is the firſt of the collateral male Line in this Family—— 
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Bram. That, Sir, the Law will not admit of ; the 
Courts are fitting at Fefminfler, and I am this Moment 
oblig'd to be at every one of them, and *twould be wrong 
if I ſhould not be in the Hall to attend one of 'em at 
leaſt, the reſt would take it ill elſe Therefore, I 
mult leave what J have ſaid to Mr. Serjeant's Conſide- 
ration, and I will digeſt his Arguments on my Part and 
| you ſhall hear from me again, Sir. [Exit Bramble. 
Far. Apreed, agreed. 
Cimb. Mr. Bramble is very quick———- He parted a 
little abruptly. | 
Tar. He could not bear my Argument, I pincht him 
to the Quick, about that Gr—gr—ber. | 
Mrs. Seal. J ſaw that, for he durſt not ſo much as 
hear you=——l ſhall ſend to you, Mr. Serjeant, as ſoon 
as Sir Ge-ffry comes to Town, and then 1 hope all may 
be adjuſted. | 
Tar. I ſhall be at my Chambers, at my uſual Hours, 
| Exit . 
Cimb. Madam, if you pleaſe, I'll now __ you 
to the Tea-table, where I ſhall hear from your Lady- 
ſhip, Reaſon and good Senſe, after all this Law and 
 Gibberiſh, | | 
| Mrs. Seal. Tis a wonderful Thing, Sir, that Men of 
Profeſſions do not ſtudy to talk the Subſtance of what 
they have to ſay, in the Language of the reſt of the 
World: Sure, they'd find their Account in it. 
C:imb. They might, perhaps, Madam, with People of 
your. good Senſe; but, with the generality 'twould never 
do: The Vulgar would have no Reſpect for Truth and 
Knowledge, if they were expos'd to naked View. 
Truth 1s too fimple, of all Art bereav'd, 
Since the World will why let it be deceiv d. [ Exeant, 


ACT 
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ACT IV, SCENE I 
8 CEN E, Bevil Junior's Lodgings. 
Bevil hw with a Letter in his Hand, follow'd by Tom. 


Tom. PON my Life, Sir, I know nothing of the 
Matter: I never open'd my Lips to Mr. 
Mjrile, about any Thing of your Honour's Letter to 
Madam Lucinda. | 
Bey. jun. What's the Fool in ſuch a Fright for? I 
don't ſuppoſe you did: What I would know is, whether 
Mr. Myrtle ſhew'd any Suſpicion, or aſk'd you any 
Queſtions, to lead you to ſay caſually, that you had 
carry'd any ſuch Letter, for me, this Morning. | 
Tom. Why, Sir, if he did aſk me any Queſtions, how 
could I help it? 4 
Bev. jun. I don't ſay you could, Oaf! I am not queſ- 
i ming you, but him: What did he ſay to you? | 
Tem. Why, Sir, when I came to his chambers, to 
| be dreſy'd for the Lawyer's Part, your Honour was 
pleas'd to put me upon, he aſk'd me, if I had been at 
Mr. Sealand's this Morning ?——So l told him, Sir, I 
often went thither——becauſe, Sir, if I had not ſaid 
that, he might have thought there was ſomething more 
in my going now, than at another time. 
Bev. jan. Very Well — The Fellow's Caution, I find, 
has given him this Jealouſy. [ 4/4e.] Did he aſk you no 
other Queſtions? | 
| Tom. Ves, Sir—now I remember, as we came away, 
in the Hackney-Coach, from Mr. Sealand, Tom, ſays 
he, as I came in to your Malter this Morniag, he bade 
you 20 for an Anſwer to a Letter he had ſent. Pray did 
you bring him any ? ſays he——Ah! ſays I, Sir, your 


Honour is pleas'd to joke with me, you have a Mind to 
know whether I can keep a Secret or no? 

Bev. jun. And ſo by ſhewing him you could, you 
told him you had one? 


T om, 
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Tom. Sir — | Confus'd. | 


Bev. jun. What mean Actions does Jealouſy make a 
Man ſtoop to? How poorly has he us'd Art, with a Ser- 
vant, to make him betray his Maſter? Well! and when 
did he give you this Letter for me? 

Tom. Sir, he writ it, before he pull'd off his Lawyer's 
_ Gown, at his own Chambers. „ 

Bev. jun. Very well; and what did he ſay, when you 
brought him ws Anſwer to it? 
Tom. He loo 
it was very well. 


Bew. jun. | knew he would be grave upon't,— wait 


without. | 


Tom. Hum! 'gad I don't like this; I am afraid we 


are in the wrong Box here [Exit Tom. 
Bev. jun. I put on a Serenity, while my Fellow was 


preſent: But J have never been more thoroughly diſ- 


turb'd; this hot Man! to write me a Challenge, on 
ſuppoſed artificial Dealing, when I profeſs'd myſelf his 
Friend! I can live contented without Glory; but I can- 
not ſuffer Shame. What's to be done? But firſt, let me 
conſider Zucinda's Letter again. | [ Reads. 


SIR, 


I Hope it is conſiſtent with the Laws h Woman ought to - 
impoſe upon herſelf, to acknowledge, that your Manner 
. of declining a Treaty of Marriage, in our Family, and de- 


firing the Refuſal may come from me, has ſ:mething more 


engaging in it, than the Couriſbip of him, who, I fear, 


will fall to my Lot; I have Reaſons for deſiring Mr. Myr- 
| the may not know of this Letter, till hereafter, and am 
your moſt obliged humble Servant, | ab 

0 Lucinda Sealand. 


Well, but the Pollſcript. [Reads 
IJ won't upon ſecond Thoughts, hide any Thing from you. 
But, my Reajon of concealing this is, That Mr. Myrile has 
a Fealuſy in his Temper, which gives me ſome Terrors; but 
my Efteem for him inclines me to hope, that only an ill Efed, 


ewhich ſometimes accompanies a tender Lave; and what may 


Thus. 


be cur d by a careful aud unb/ameable Conducł. 


'd a little out of Humour, Sir, and aid, | 
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Thus has this Lady made me her Friend and Confi- 
dent, and put herſelf, in a kind, under my Protection; 
I cannot tell him immediately, the Purport of her Let- 
ter, except I could cure him of the violent and untract- 
able Paſſion of Jealouſy, and to ſerve him and her, by 
diſobeying her, in the Article of Secrecy, more than [ 
ſhould by complying with her Directions But then this 
Duelling, which Cuſtom has impos'd upon every Man, 
who would live with Reputation and Honour in the 

World: — How muſt I preſerve myſelf from Imputations 
there? He'll, forſooth, call it, or think it Fear, if I explain 
without fighting—But his Letter I'll read it again 

S I R, 

T7 OU have us'd me baſely, in correſponding, and car 
rying on a Treaty, where you told me you were indif- 

ferent : I have chang'd my Sword fence I ſaw you, which 

Adverti ſememt I thought proper to ſend you, againſt the next 

Meeting between you and the injur'd Charles Myrtle. 
| Enter Tom, 

Tom. Mr. Myrtle, Sir; would your Honour pleaſe to 

ſee kim? | 5 | 

Bev. jun. Why, you ſtupid Creature! Let Mr. Myrtle 
wait at my Lodgings! Shew him up. [Exit Tom, 
Well! 1 am reſolv'd upon my Carriage to him ——He, 
is in Love, and in every Circumſtance of Life a little 

diſtruſtful, which I muſt allow for—but here he is. 

Enter Tom introducing Myrtle. 

Sir, I am extremely oblig'd to you for this Honour, 
Bat, Sir, you with your very diſcerning Face, 
leave the Room. [Exit Tom.] Well, Mr. Myrtle, your 
'Commands with me? 1 | 

Mrt. The Time, the Place, our long Acquaintance, 
and many other Circumſtances, which affect me on this 
Occaſion, oblige me, without any Ceremony, or Con- 
ference, to deſire you would not only, as you already 
have, acknowledge the Receipt of my Letter, but alſo 
comply with the Requeſt in it. I muſt have farther 
Notice taken of my Meſſage than theſe half Lines, —[ 
have yours, ! ſhall be at home 

5 5 2 Den 
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Bev. jun. Sir, I own, I have received a Letter from 
on, in a very unuſual Stile; but as J deſign every 
Thing, in this Matter, ſhali be your wn Action, your 

own ſeeking, | ſhall underfland nothing, but wha: you 
are pleas'd to confirm, Face to Face. ard I have already 
forgot the Contents of your Epiſtle. | 
Myrt. This cool Manner is very agreeable to the Abuſe 
you have already made of my Simplicity and Frankneſs; 
and I ſee your Moderation tends to your own Advan- 
tage, and not mine; to your own Safety, not Conſidera- 
tion of your Friend, 1 N 
Bev. jun. My own Safety. Mr. Myrile. 
Mj;rt. Your own Safety. Mr. Beaul. 
Bev. jun. Look you, Mr. Myrtle there's no diſguiſing 
that I underſtand what you wo..id te a — Bot, Sir, you 
know, I have often darad to diſapprove of the Decifions 
a Tyrant Cuſtom has introduc'd, to the Breach of all 
Laws, both divine and human 

Miri. Mr. Bewil, Mr. Bewil, it would be a good firſt Prin- 
ciple, in thoſe who have ſo tender a Conſcience that Way, 
to have as much Abhorrence of doing Injuries as — 

Bev. jun. As what? 15 

Myrt. As Fear of anſwering for em. | 

ow. jon As Fear of anſwering for 'em! But that Ap- 


preher ſion is juſt or blameable, according to the Object 


of that Fea: | have often told vou in Confidence 
of Heart, I abhorr'd the Daring to «fend the Author 
of Life, and ruſhing into his Pretence—1 fay, by the 
very ſame Act, to commit the Crime againſt him, and 
immediately to urge on to his Tribunal. 

Myrt. Mr. Bevil, I muſt tell you, this Cool neſs, this 
Gravity, this Shew of Conſcience, ſhall never cheat me 
of my Miſtreſs. You have, indeed, the beſt Excuſe for 


Life, the Hopes of poſſeſſing Lucinda: But, conſider, Sir, 


I have as much Reaſon to be weary of it, if i am to loſe 
her; and my firſt Attempt to recover her, ſhall be to let 
her ſee the dauntleſs Man, who is to be her Guardian 

and Protector. . | 
Boe jun. Sir, ſhew me but the leaſt Glimpſe of Argu- 
ment, that I am authoris'd, by my own Hand to vindi- 
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<a'e any lawleſs Inſult of this Nature, and I will ſkew 
thee—to chaſtize thee—hardly deſerves the Name cf 
Courage flight, inconſiderate Man !- There is, 
Mr. Myrtle, no ſuch Terror in quick Anger; and you 
ſhall, you know not why, be cool, as you have, you 
know not why, been warm. 3 

Myrt. Is the Woman one loves, ſo little an Occaſion 
of Anger? Vou, perhaps, who know not what it is to 
love, who have your ready, your commodious, your 
foreign Trinket, for your-looſe Hours; and from your 
Fortune, your ſfecious outward Carriage, and other 
lucky Circumſtances, as eaſy a Way to the Poſſeſſion of 
a Woman of Honour; you know nothing of what it is 
to be alarm'd, to be diſtracted, with Anxiety and Terror 
of loſing more than Life: Your Marriage, happy Man! 

oes on like common Buſineſs, and in the Interim, you 
Gow your rambling Captive, your Indias Princeſs, for 
your ſoft Moments of Dalliance, your convenient, your 
ready IJudiana. 

Bew. jun. You have touched me beyond the Patience 
of a Man; and I'm excuſable in the Guard of Innocence 
(or from the Infirmitcy of human Nature which can bear 
no more) to accept your Invitation, and obſerve your 
Letter——Sir, I'll attend you. 


Enter Tom. 


Tom. Did you call, Sir? I thought you did: I heard 
you ſpeak aloud. ; 
Bew. jun. Yes, go call a Coach. | 
Tom. Sir, —Maſier—Mr. Myrtle. Friends Gentle- 
men—— What d'ye mean? I am but a Servant, or 
Bev. jun. Call a Coach, - = Exe Form; 
| [4 long Pauſe, walking /ullenly by each other. 
[Ae] Shall I (though provok'd to the uttermoſt) re- 
cover myſelf at the Entrance of a third Perſon, and that 


my Servant too, and not have Reſpect enough to all 


I have ever been receiving from Infincy, the Obliga- 
tion to the beſt of Fathers, to an unhappy Virgin too, 
whoſe Life depends on mine. [Shutting the Door. 


2 [To 
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[To Myrtle.] I have, thank Heaven, had Time to 


recollect myſelf, and thall not, for fear of what ſuch a 
raſh Man as you think of me, keep longer unexplain'd 


the falſe Appearances, under which your Infirmity of 


" Temper makes you ſuffer; when, perhaps too much 
Regard to a falſe Point of Honour, makes me prolong 
that Suffe ing. 


Mrt. I am ſure, Mr. Bewi/ cannot doubt, but I had 


rather have Satisfaction from his Innocence, than his 


Bev. jun. Why then weuld you aſk it firſt that Way? | 


My»t, Conſider, you kept your Temper yourſelf no 
longer than till J ſpoke to the Diſadvantage of her you 
lov'd. F 
Bev. jun. True. But let me tell you, I have ſaved 
you from the moſt exquiſite Diſtreſs, even tho' you had 
ſucceeded in the Diſpute: I know you ſo well, that I 
am ſure, to have found this Letter about a Man you had 
kill'd, would have been worſe than Death to yourſelf— 


Read it——When he is throughly mortify'd, and Shame 
has got the better of Jealouſy, he will deſerve to be aſ- 
fte 


towards obtaining Lucinda. 
Myrt. With what a Superiority has he turn'd the In- 
jury on me, as the Aggreſſor? 1 begin to fear I have 
* too far tranſported—— 4 Treaty in our Family! is 
not that ſaying too much? I ſhall relapſe——But I find 
(on the Poſtſcript) /omething lite Fealouſy —— with what 
Face can I fee my BenefaQtor? my Advocate? whom 
J have treated like a Betrayer. Oh! Beil, with 
what Words ſhall ! 8 ; 

Bev. jun, There needs none; to convince, is much 
more than to conquer. | 

Myrt. But can your——— 


Bev. jun. You have o'erpaid the Inquietude you gave | 


me, in the Change I ſee in you towards me: Alas! what 


Machines are we: thy Face is alter'd to that of another 


Man; to that of my Companion, my Friend. 
Myrt. That I could be ſuch a precipitant Wretch! 
Bev. jun. Pray no more. 


| Myrt. Let me reflect how many Friends have = 
| 8 
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by the Hands of Friends, for want of Temper; and you 
muſt give me Leave to ſay again, and again, how much 
I am beholden to that ſuperior Spirit you have ſubdu'd 
me with—what had become of one of us, or perhaps 
both, had you been as weak as [ was, and as incapable 
of Reaſon ? 0 

Bev. jun. I congratulate to us both the Eſcape from 
ourſelves, and hope the Memory of it will make us 
dearer Friends than ever. | 


Myrt. Dear Bevil, your friendly Conduct has con- | 


vinc'd me that there is nothing manly, but what is con- 
ducted by Reaſon, and agreeable to the Practice of 
Virtue and Juſtice, and yet, how many have been ſa- 
crific'd to that Idol, the unreaſonable Opinion of Men l 


Nay, they are fo ridiculous in it, that they often uſe 


their Swords againſt each other, with diſſembled Anger, 
and real Fear, | 8 
Betray'd by Honour, and compell'd by Shame, 
They hazard Being, to preſerve a Name: 
Nor dare inquire into the dread Miſtake, 
Till plung'd in ſad Eternity they Wake. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE St. James's Park. 


Enter Sir John Bevil and Mr. Sealand. 
Sir J. Bev. Give me Leave, however, Mr. Sealand, 


as we are upon a Treaty for uniting our Families, to 


mention only the Buſineſs of an ancient Houſe —— — 


Genealogy and Deſcent are to be of ſome Conſideration, 
in an Affair of this Sort _ 


Mr. Seal. Genealogy and Deſcent! — Sir Fobn, value 
yourſelf as you pleaſe upon your ancient Houſe, I am to 


| talk freely of every Thing you are pleas'd to put into 


your Bill of Rates on this Occaſion.——yet, Sir, | have 
made no Objections to your Son's Family ——'Tis his 
Morals that I doubt. es | 


Sir J. Bev. Sir, I can't help ſaying, that what might 


iojure a Citizen's Credit, may be no Stain to a Gentle- 
man's Honour, 5 9 


3 Mr, 
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Mr. Seal. Sir John, the Honour of a Gentleman is 


liable to be tainted, by as ſmall a Matter as the Credit 


of a Trader; we are talking of a Marriage, and in ſuch 


a Caſe, the Father of a young Woman will not think it 


an Addition to the Honour, or Credit of her Lover 
that he is a Keeper ; 


Sir J. Bev. Mr. Sealand, don't take upon you to 


ſpoil my Son's Marriage with any Woman elſe. 

Mr. Seal. Sir John, let him apply io any Woman 
elſe, and have as many Miſtreſſes as he pleaſes 

Sir F. Bew. My Son, Sir, is a diſcreet and ſober 
Gentleman. 3 
Mr. Seal. Sir, I never ſaw a Man that wenched ſo- 

berly and diſcreetly, that ever left it off- the De- 

cency obſerv'd in the Practice, hides, even from the 
Sinner the Iniquity of it. They purſue it, not that 
their Appetites hurry em away; but, I warrant you, 
becauſe tis their Opinion, they may do it. 
Sir J. Bev. Were what you ſuſpeQ a Truth 
do you deſign to keep your Daughter a Virgin *till you 
find a Man unblemiſh'd that Way? 

Mr. Seat. Sir, as much a Cit as you take me ſor 
] know the Town and the World—and give me Leave 
to ſay that we Merchants are a Species of Gentry, that 


have grown into the World this laſt Century, and are 
as honourable, and almoſt as uſeful, as you landed 
Folks, that have always thought yourſelves ſo much 


above us; for your trading, forſooth! is extended no 
farther, than a Load of Hay, or a fat Ox You are 
pleaſant People, indeed; becauſe you are generally bred 
up to be lazy, therefore I warrant you, Induftry is diſ- 
Ronourable, | | 

Sir J Bev. Be not offended, Sir; let us go back to 
our Point. | 

Mr. Seal. Oh! not at all offended —but I don't 
love to leave any Part of the Account unclos'd——look 
you, Sir Jahn, Compariſons are odious, and more par- 
ticularly 10 on Occaſions of this Kind, when we are 
projecting Races, that are ta be made out of both Sides 
of the Compariſons. 3 

in 
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Sir J. Bev. But, my Son, vir, is, in the Eye of the 
World, 2 Gcatieman of Merit. 

Mr. Seal. T'own to you, I thiak him ſo.— — hut, 
Sir 7ohn, I am a Man exercis d, and experienced in 
Chances, and Diſaſters; I lot, in my earlier Years, a 
very fine Wife, and with her a poor little Infant: this 
makes me, perhaps, over-cautious, to preſerve the ſe- 
cond Bounty of Providence to me, and be as careful as 
] can of this Chill—you'll pardon me, my poor Girl, 
Sir, is as valuable to me, as your boaſted Son, to you. 

Sir F. Bev. Why that's one very good Reaſon, Mr, 
Sealand, why I wiſh my Son had her. 

Mr. Seal. There is nothing but this ſtrange Lady 
here, this Incognita, that can be objected to him 
here and there a Man falls in Love with an artful Crea- 
ture, and gives up all the Motives of Life, to that one 
Paſſion. | 2 

Sir J. Bev. A Man of my Son's Underſtanding, can- 
not be ſuppoſed to be one of them. | 

Mr, Seal. Very wiſe Men have been ſo enſlav'd; and 
when a Man marries with one of them upon his Hands, 
whether moved from the Demand of the World, or 
ſlighter Reaſons; ſuch a Huſband ſoils with his Wife 
for a Month perhaps——then God b'w'y' Madam 
the Show's over—ah! John Dryden points out ſuch a 
Huſband to a hair, where he ſays, 

And while abroad fo prodigal the Dolt is, 

© Poor Spouſe at home as ragged as a Colt is. 

Now in plain Terms, Sir, I ſhall not care to have my 
ow Gul turn'd a grazing, and that mull be the Cale 
when 

Sir J. Bev But pray conſider, Sir, my Son 

M.. Seal. Look you, Sir, Fil make the Matter ſhort, 
This unknown Lady, as I told you, is all the Objection 
J have to him. But one Way or other, he is, or has 
been, certainly engag'd to ker | am therefore re- 
ſoly'd this very Afternoon, to viſit her: Now from her 
Behaviour, or Appearance, I ſhall ſoon be let into, what 
] may fear or hope for. 

Sir J. Bew. Sir, 1 am very confident, there can be 

C 4 nothing 


1 
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nothing inquired into, relating to my Son, that will not, 
vpon being underſtood, turn to his — 


Mr.. Seal. | hope that as ſincerely, as you believe it. 
Sir John Bevil, when I am fatisfied in this great Point, 
if your Son's Conduct anſwers the Character you give 
bim, I fhall wiſh your Alliance more than that of any 
Gentleman in Great. Britain, and ſo your Servant. [ Exit. 

Sir J. Bev. He is gone in a Way but barely civil; but 
bis great Wealth, and the Merit of his only Child, the 
Heireſs of it, are not to be loſt for a little Peeviſnneſ 


Enter Humphrey. 


Oh! Humphrey, you are come in a ſeaſonable Minute; 
T want to talk to thee, and to tell thee, that my Head 
and Heart are on the Rack, about my Son. | 


Humph. Sir, you may truſt his Diſcretion, I am ſure 


you may. | 
Sir J. Bev. Why, I do believe I may, and yet l'm in 
a thouſand Fears, when I lay this vaſt Wealth before 


me: When I conſider his Prepoſſeſſions, either generous, 


to a Folly, in an honourable Love, or abandon'd, paſt 
Redemption, in a vicious one; and from the one or the 
other, his Inſenſibility to the faireſt Proſpect, towards 


doubling our Eſtate: a Father, who knows how uſeful 


Wealth is, and how neceſſary, even to thoſe who deſpiſe 
it, I fay a Father, Humphrey, a Father cannot bear it. 
Humph. Be not tranſported, Sir; you will grow inca- 
pable of taking any Reſolution, in your Perplexi.y. 
Sir F. Bev. Yes, as angry as I am with him, I would 
not hate him ſurpriz'd in any Thing — This mercan- 


tile rough Man may go groſly into the Examination of 


this Matter, and talk to the Gentlewoman ſo as to 
Humph. No, I hope, not in an abrupt Manner. | 
Sir J. Bev. No, I hope not! Why, doſt thou know 
any Thing of her, or of him, or of any Thing of it, or 


| all of it? 


Humph. My dear Maſter, I know ſo much! that I 


told h'm this very Day, you had Reaſon to be ſecretly 
out of Humour about her. 


Sir 7. Bev. Did you go fo far? Well, what ſaid he 
to that? Humpb. 
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Humph. His Words were, looking upon me ſtedfaſtly: 
Humphrey, ſays be, that Woman is a Woman 
onour, 


Sir J. Bev. How! Do you think he is married to her 


or deſigns to marry her? 

Humph, I can ſay nothing to the latter But he 
ſays, he can marry no one without your Conſent, while 
you are living. 


Sir J. Bev. If he ſaid fo much, I know he {corns to 


break his Word with me. 

Humph. I am ſure of that. 

Sir F. Bev. You are ſure of that 
ſome Comfort Oh, Humpbreg—— 

Humph. You are not ill, I hope, Sir, 

Sir F. Bev. Yes, a Man is very ill, that is in a very 
il Humour: To be a Father, is to be in Care for one, 
whom you oftner diſoblige than pleate, by that very 
Caie Oh! that Sons could know the Duty to a 
Father, before they themſelves are Fathers ———}ut, 
perhaps you ll ſay now, that I am one of the happieſt 


Fathers in the World; but I aiture you, that of the very 


happieſt is not a Condition to be envie3. 

Humph. Sir, your Pain ariſes, not from the Thiag it- 
ſelf, but your particular Senſe of it You are over- 
fond, nay, give me Leave to ſay, you are unjuſtly ap- 
prehenſive from your Fondneſs: My Maſter Bev:/ never 
diſoblig'd you, and he will, I know he will, do every 
Thing you ought to expect. 

Sir F. Bev. He won't take all this Money with this 
Girl: For ought I know, he will, forioo h, have ſo 
much Moderation, as to think he ought not to force his 
Liking for any Conſideration. 

Humph, He is to marry her, not you; he is to live 
with her, not you, Sir, 

Sir J. Bev, I know not what to think; but I know, 
nothing can be more miſerable than to be in this Doubt 
Follow me; I muſt come to ſome Reſolution. 

[ Exeunts 


Cs SCENE, 


Well! Pay 1 
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SCENE, Bevil Juniors Lodgings. 
Enter Tom and Phillis. 


Tom. Well, Madam, if you muſt ſpeak with Mr. Myr- 
te, you ſhall; he is now with my Maſter in the Library. 
Phil. But you muſt leave me alone with him, for he 
can't make me a preſent, nor I ſo handſomly take any 
'Thing from him, before you; it would not be decent. 
Tom. It will be very decent indeed, for me to re- 
tire, and leave my Miſtreſs with another Man. 
_ Phil He is a Gentleman, and will treat one properly. 
Tom. I believe ſo——but, however, I won't be far off, 
and therefore will venture to truſt you; Iil call him to 
you. [Exit Tom. 
Phil. What a deal of Pother and Sputter here is, be- 
tween my Miſtreſs and Mr. Myrtle, I could any Hour of 
the Day get her to her Lover, and would do it 
But ſhe for ſooth, will allow no Plot to get him; but if 
ke can come to her, 1 know ſhe would be glad of it; I 
muſt therefore do her an acceptable Violence and ſurptize 
her into his Arms. I am ſure J go by the beſt Rule 
imaginable: If ſhe were my Maid, I ſhould think her 
the beſt Servant in the World, for doing fo by me. 


Enter Myrtle and Tom. 


Oh Sir! You and Mr. B vil are fine Gentlemen, to let a 
Lady remain under ſach Difficulties as my poor Miſtreſs, 


and not Attempt to ſet her at Liberty, or releaſe her from | 


the Danger of being inſtantly married to Cimberton. 
Myrt. Tom has been telling But what is to be done? 
Phil, What is to be done when a Man can't come at 

his Miſtreſs?— Why can't you fire our Houſe, or the 

next Houſe to us, to make us run out, and you take us! 
Myrt. How, Mrs. Phillis = m—— 


Phil. y let me ſee that Rogue deny to fire a 


Houſe; make a Riot, or any other little Thing, when 
there were no other Way to come at me. 
Tom. | am oblig'd to you, Madam. 
Pbil. Why, don't we hear every Day of People's hanging 
| | themf{clves 
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themſelves for Love, and won't they venture the Hazard | 
of being hang'd for Love? Oh! were I a Man 

Myrt. What manly Thing would you have me under- 
take? according to your Ladyſhip's Notion of a Man. 
Pbil. Oaly be at once, what, one time or other, yo 
may be, and wiſh to be, or muſt be. | | 

Myrt. Dear Girl, talk plainly to me, and conſider, I, | 
in my Condition, can't be in very good Humour | 
you ſay to be once what I muſt be. | | 

Phil. Ay, ay ——— mean no more than to be an old 
Man; In a Word, old Sir Geoffry C:mberton is every 
Hour expected in Town, to join in the Deeds and Set- 
tlements, for marrying Mr. Cimberton He is half 
blind, half lame, half deaf, half dumb; tho', as to his 
Paſſions and Defires, he is as warm and ridiculous as 
when in the Heat of Youth. ——— 

Tom, Come to the Buſineſs, and don't keep the Gen- 
tieman in Suſpence for the Pleaſure of being courted, as 
you ſerve me, | 

Phil. I ſaw you at the Maſquerade act ſuch a one to 
Perfection; go, and put on that very Habit, and come 
to our Houle as Sir Gery. There is not one there, 
but myſelf, knows his Perſon; I was born in the Parith 
where he is Lord of the Manor. I have ſeen him often 
and often, at Church in the Country, Do nat heſitate; 

but come thither; they will think you. bring a certain 
Security againſt Mr. Myrtle, and you bring Mr. Myrzle; | 
leave the reſt to me, I leave this with you; and expect 
hey don't, I told you, know you; they thiak you þ 
out of Town, which you had as good be for ever, if you f 
loſe this Opportunity) — l muſt be gone; I know I am | 
wanted at home. 
Myrt. My dear Philli:! 3 
[ Catches and biſſes her, and gices her Money, 

Phil. O Fy! My Kiſſes are not my own; you have | 
committed Violence; but I'll carry 'em to the right | 
Owner. [Tom, #:/s her] Come, ſee me down Stairs [ | 
Tom. ] and leave the Lover to t ink of his laſt Game 
for the Prize. [Leun Tom and Phillis, 

Mt. I think I will er this wild Ex- 

it will make me leſs 
ſuſpected, 


pedient —— the Extravagan 
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ſuſpected. and it will give me Opportunity to aſſert my 
own Right to Lucinda, without whom I cannot live: 
But I am ſo mortify'd at this Conduct of mine towards 


poor Bevil; he muſt think meanly of me | know 
not how to reaſſume myſelf, and be in Spirit enough 
for ſuch an Adventure as this Yet | muſt attempt 

it, if it be only to be near Lucinda, under her preſent 
Perplexities; and ſure 

Ine next Delight to Tranſport, with the Fair, 

Is to relieve her, in her Hours of Care. Exit. 


G eee 
Ac V. SCENE 1 
SCENE, Sealand's Houſe. 


Enter Phillis, with Lights, before Myrtle, diſguis'd lite old 
Sir Geoffry ; ſupported by Mrs. Sealand, Lucinda and 
Cimberton, | 


Ari. Seal. OW I have ſeen you thus far, Sir 
| Geoffry, will you excuſe me a Moment, 

while I give my neceflaiy Orders for your Accommo- 
dation? [ Exit Mrs. Seal. 
Myrt. TI have not ſeen you, Couſin C:imberton, ſince 
you were ten Years old; and as it is incumbent on you, 
ro kcep up our Name and Family, I ſhall, upon very 
reaſonable Terms, join with you in a Settlement to that 
Purpoſe. Tho? I muſt tell you, Couſin, this is the firſt 
Merchant that has married into our Houſe. 

Luc. Deuce on em! am 1 a Merchant, becauſe my 
Father 1s? [ {/ade. 

Mart. But is he directly a Trader at this Time? 

Cimb. There's no hiding the Diſgrace, Sir; he trades 
ta all Parts of the World. 

Myrt. We never had one of our Family before, who 
deſcended from Perſons that did any Thing. 

Cimb. Sir, ſince it is a Girl that they have, I am, for 
the Honour of my Family, willing to take it in again; 
and to ſink her into our Name, and no Harm done. | 

Myrt. Tis prudently and generouſly refoly'd.—— 
3s this the young Thing? 

Cimb, Yes, Sir. ; Phil, 


- 
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Phil. Good Madam, don't be out of Humour, but let 
them run to the utmoſt of their Extravagance——Hear 


Myrt. Can't I ſee her nearer? My Eyes are but weak, 

Phil. Beſide, | am ſure the Uncle has ſomething 
worth your Notice. Ill take Care to get off the young 
one, and leave you to obſerve what may be wrought 
out of the old one for your Good. [ Exit. 

Cimb. Madam, this old Gentleman, your great Uncle, 
deſires to be introduced to you, and to ſee you nearer! 
Approach, Sir. | 

Myrt. By your Leave, young Lady [Puts en 
SpeAacle;] — Couſin Cimberton! She has exatlly that 
Sort of Neck and Boſom, for which my Siſter Gertrude 
was ſo much admir'd, in the Year ſixty-one, before the 
French Dreſſes firſt diſcovered any Thing in Women, 
below the Chin. : 


Luc. Chin, quotha—l don't believe my paſhonate Lover 


there knows whether I have one or not. Ha! ha! 
Mert. Madam, I would not willingly offend, but I 
have a better Glaſs —— [ Pulls out à large ane. 


Enter Phillis 70 Cimberton. 


Phil. Sir, my Lady deſires to ſhew the Apartment to 


you, that ſhe intends for Sir Geoffry. 

Cimb. Well, Sir! by that Time you have ſufficiently 
gazed, and ſunned yourſelf in the Beauties of my Spouſe 
there, I will wait on you again. [ Ex. Cimb. and Phil. 

Myrt. Were it not, Madam, that I might be trouble- 
ſome, there is ſomething of Importance, tho? we are 
alone, which | would ſay more ſafe from being heard. 

Luc. There is ſomething in this old Fellow methinks, 
that raiſes my Curioſity. 5 

Myrt. To be free, Madam, I as heartily contemn this 
Kinſman of mine, as you do, and am ſorry to ſee ſo 


much Beauty and Merit devoted, by your Parents, to ſo 


inſenſible a Poſſeſſor. 5 


Luc. Surprizing l hope then, Sir, you will not 


contribute to the Wrong you are ſo generous to pity, 
whatever may be the Intereſt of your Family, 
Mert. 
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Ahrt. This Hand of mine ſhall never be employ'd 
to ſign any Thing, againft your Good and Happineſs. 
Luc. I am ſorry, Sir, it is not in my Power to 


make you proper Acknowledgments; but there is a 


Gentleman in the World, whoſe Gratitude will, I am 
ſure, be worthy of the Favour. 

Mt. All the Thanks I deſire, Madam, are in your 
Power to give. - % 

Luc. Name them, and command them. 

Myrt. Only, Madam, that the firſt Time you are alone 
with your Lover, you will with open Arms receive him. 

Luc. As willingly as his Heart could wiſh it. 

Myrt. Thus then he claims your Promiſe! O Lucinda? 

Luc. O! a Cheat! a Cheat! a Cheat! | 

Mert. Huſh! "tis I, tis I, your Lover, Myrile himſelf, 

Madam. . 

Luc. O bleſs me! what a Raſhneſs and Folly to ſur- 
prize me ſo— But huſh——my Mother 8 
Enter Mrs. Sealand, Cimberton, and Phillis. 

Mrs. Scal. How now! what's the Matter? 

Luc. O, Madam! as ſoon as you left the Room, my 


Uncle fell into a ſudden Fit, and—aud—ſo I cry'd out 


for Help to ſupport him, and conduct him to his Chamber. 
Mrs. Seal. I hat was kindly done! Alas! Sir, how do 
you find yourſclf? 5 
Myrt. Never was taken in ſo odd a Way in my Life 
pray lead me! Oh! I was talking here ray carry 
me) to my Coufin Cimbertor's young Lady — | 
[Cimberton and Lucinda lead bim, as one in Pain, &c. 
Cimb, Pox! Uncle, you will pull my Ear off. 
Luc. Pray Uncle! you will ſqueeze me to Death. 
Mrs. Seal. No Matter, no Matter--he knows not what 
he does. Come, Sir, ſhall I help you out! 
Myrt. By no means;, I'll trouble no Body but my 
young Couſins here. I bey lead bim of. 


S C E N E, Charing-Croſs. 
Enter Mr. Sealand, and Humphrey. 
Mr. Seal. I am very glad, Mr. Humphrey, that you 


agree with me, that it is for our common Good, I ſhould 


look thoroughly into this Matter, Humph. 


1 
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Humph. 1 am indeed, of that Opinion; for there is 


no Artifice, nothing concealed in our Family, which 
ought in Juſtice to be known; I need not deſire you, 


Sir, to treat the Lady with Care and Reſpect. 
Mr. Seal. Maſter Humphrey —— ! ſhall not be rude, 
thoꝰ I deſign to be a little abrupt, and come into the Mat- 


ter at once, to ſee how ſhe will bear, upon a Surpriſe 


Humph That's the Door; Sir, | with you Succeſs. Exit. 
Mr. Seal. —| Knocks] TH carry this Matter with an 


Air of Authority, to enquire, tho | make an Errand to 


begin Diſcourſe. ¶ Knocks again, and enter a Foot-boj.) So 
young Man! is your Lady within? 

Boy. Alack, Sir? I am but a Country Boy—1 Jon? t 
know, whether ſhe is, or noa: but an you'll flay a bit, 
Ji] goa, and aſk th: Gentlewoman that's with her. 

Mr. Seal. Why, Sirrah, tho” you are a Country Boy, 


you can ſee can't you? you know whether ſhe is at home, | 
when you ſee her, don't you ? 


Boy. Nay, nay, I'm not fuch a Country Lad neither, 


Maſter, to think ſhe is at home becauſe I ſee her: J 
have been in Town but a Month, and I loſt one Place 
already, for believing my own Eyes. 
Mr. Seal. Why, Sirrah ! have you kearnt to lie already? 
Boy. Ah! Maſter! Things that are Lies in the Coun- 
try, are not Lies at London — l begin to know my Buſi- 
neſs a little better than ſo—but an you pleaſe to walk 


in, I'll call a Gentlewoman to you, that can tell you for 
certain — ſhe can make bold to aſk my Lady herſelf. 


Mr. Seal. Ol then, ſhe is within, I find, tho' you 
dare not ſay ſo, 

Boy. Nay, nay! that's neither here or there: what's 
mattter, whether ſke is within or no, if ſhe has not a 
Mind to ſee any Body ? 

Mr. Seal. I can't tell, Sirrah, whether you : are ek, 


or ſimple, but however get me a direct Anſwer, and 
here's a Shilling for you. 


Boy. Will you pleaſe to wall: i in, VII fee what I can 
do for you. 


Mr. Seal. I ſee you will be fit for your Bufinck, in 
Time, Child. But I expe@ to meet with nothing but 
Extraordinaries in ſuch a Houle. Bey. 


—— 
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Boy. Such a Houſe! Sir, you han't ſeen it yet: Pray | 
walk in. | | | 
Mr. Seal. Sir, ]'ll wait upon you, | [Exeunt, 


SCENE, Indiana's Fuſe, 


Enter Iſabella, and Boy. 


I/ab So Daniel? what News with you? 
Boy. Madam there's a Gentleman below wou'd ſpeak 
with my Lady. | 
Iſab. Sirrah? don't you know Mr. Bevil yet? 
Boy Madam, 'tis not the Gentleman who comes every 
Day, and afks for you, and won't go in 'till he knows 
whether you are with her or no. 
1/46. Ha! that's a Particular I did not know before: 
Well; be it who it will, let him come up to me. 
[Exit Boy; and re-eniers with Mr, Sealand. 
| Iſabella lool, amaz'd! 25 
Mr. Seal. Madam, I can't blame your being a little 
| ſurpriz'd, to fee a perfect Stranger make a Viſit, and 
Jab. I am indeed ſurpriz'd ! I fee he does not 
know me. | En 
Mr. Scal You are very prettily lodg'd here, Madam, 
in troth you ſeem to have every Thing in Plenty 
a Thouſand a Year, [ warrant you, upon this pretty 
Neſt of Rooms, and the dainty one within chem. 
[Alide and hooking about, 
Lab. [ Apart.) Twenty Years, it leems, have leſs Effect 
in the Alteration of a Man of Thirty, than of a Girl of 
Fourteen—he's almoſt ſill the ſame: How ſhall I contain 
my Surprize and Satisfaction! he muſt not know me yet. 
Mr. Seal. Madam, I hope I don't give you any Diſ- 
turbance; but there is a young Lady here, with whom 
I have a particular Buſineſs to diſcourſe, and I hope ſhe 
will admit me to that Favour. 
Jab. Why, Sir, have you had any Notice concerning 
her; I wonder who could give it you. | 
Mr. Seal. That, Madam, is fit only to be commu- 
nicated to herſelf, e 


The Consciovs LOVERS. 65 

1/ab. Well, Sir! you ſhall ſee her: for now | am as 

a Mother, and will truſt her with you. [ Exit, 
Mr. Seal. As a Mother! right; that's the old Phraſe, 
for one of thoſe commode Ladies, who lend out Beauty, 
for H:.re, to young Gentlemen that have preſſing Occa- 


ſions. But here comes the precious Lady herſelf. In 
troth a very ſightly Woman 


Enter Indiana. 


Ind.] am told, Sir, you have ſome Affair that requires 
your ſpeaking with me. 

Mr. Seal. Yes, Madam: There came to my Hands 
a Bill drawn by Mr. Bevil, which is payable To- mor- 
row; and he, in the Intercourſe of Buſineſs, ſent it to 
me, who have Caſh of his, and defired me to ſend a 


Servant with it; but J have made bold to bring you the 
Money myſelf. | | = 


Ind. Sir! was that neceſſary? | 
Mr. Seal. No, Madam; but to be free with you, the 
Fame of your Beauty, and the Regard, which Mr. Bevil 
is a little too well known to have for you! excited my 
Ind. Too well known to have for me! Your ſober 
Appearance, Sir, which my Friend deſcrib'd, made me 
expect no Rudeneſs, or Abſurdity, at leaſt——— Who's 
there? Sir, if you pay the Money to a Servant, twill 
be as well. | „ 5 
Mr. Seal. Pray, Madam, be not offended? I came 
hither on an innocent, nay a virtuous Deſign? and, if 
you will have Patience to hear me, it may be as uſeful 
to you, as you are in Friendſhip with Mr. Bevil, as to 
my only Daughter, whom I was this Day diſpoſing of. 
Ind. You make me hope, Sir, I have miſtaken you: 
I am compos'd again; be free, ſay on——what I am 
afraid to hear- — 3 Aſide. 
Mr. Seal. I fear'd, indeed, an unwarranted Paſſion 
here, but I did not think it was in Abuſe of ſo worthy 
an Object, ſo accompliſh'd a Lady, as your Senſe and 
Mein beſpeak but the Youth of our Age care 
not what Merit and Virtue they bring to Shame, ſo they 
 gratify — | — - 
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Ind. Sir you are going into very great Errors. 
but, as you are pleas'd to ſay you ſee ſomething in me 
that has chang'd, at leaſt, the Colour of your Suſpicions; 
ſo has your Appearance alter'd mine, and made me 
earneſtly attentive to what has any Way concern'd you, 
to enquire into my Affairs, ard Character. 5 5 

Mr. Seal. How ſenſibly! with what an Air ſhe talks! 
Id. Good Sir, be feated——and tell me tenderly— 
keep all your Suſpicions concerning me alive, that you 
may in a proper and prepared Way -acquaint 
me why the Care of your Daughter obliges a Perſon 
of your ſeeming Worth and Fortune, to be thus inquiſi- 
tive about a wretched, helpleſs, friendleſs -[ Weeping. } 
But I beg your Pardon tho* I am an Orphan, 
you Child is not; and your Concern for her, it ſeems, 

as brought vou hither I'll be compos'd 
pray go on, Sir. 

Mr. Seal. How could Mr. Bewil be ſuch a Monſter, 
to injure ſuch a Woman? 
Ind. No, Sir you wrong him——he has not in- 
jured me my Support is from his Bounty. 

Mr. Seal. Bounty! when Gluttons give high Prices 
for Delicates, they are prodigious bountiful. 

Ind. Still, ftill you will perſiſt in that Error 
But my own Fears tell me all Vou are the Gentle- 
man, 1 for whoſe aok Daughter he is de- 
fign'd, a Huſband, by his g 

perhaps this Night a Bridegroom. 3 

Mr. Seal. I own he was intended ſuch: But Madam, 
on your Account, I have determin'd to defer my 
Daughter's Marriage, till I am fatisfied from your own 
Mouth, of what Nature are the Obligations you are un- 
der to him. | 

Ind. His Actions, Sir, his Eyes, have only made me 
think, he deſign'd to make me the Partner of his Heart. 
The Goodneſs and Gentleneſs of his Demeanour made 
me miſinterpret all Twas my own Hope, my own 
Paſſion, that deluded me——he never made one amorous 
Advance to me His large Heart, and beſtowing 
Hand, have only help'd the Miſerable , Nor _ 

No | why, 


Father, and he is to be, 
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why, but from his mere Delight in Virtae, that I have 
been his Care, the Object on which to indulge and pleaſe 
himſelf, with pouring Favours. | 

Mr. Seal. Madam, I know not why it is, but I, as 
well as you, am methinks afraid of entering into the 
Matter I came about; but 'tis the ſame Thing, as if we 


had talk'd never ſo diſtinctly— he ne'er ſhall have a 


Daughter of mine. 5 | 
Ind. If you ſay this from what you think of me, 
you wrong yourfelf and him —— Let not me, miſerable 


though I may be, do Injury to my Benefator— No, 


Sir, my Treatment ought rather to reconcile you to 


his Virtues ————|f to beſtow, without a ProfpeQ of 


Return; if to delight in ſupporting, what might, per- 
haps, be thought an Object of Deſire, with no other 
View than to be her Guard againſt thoſe who would not 
be ſo difiaterefted; if theſe Actions, Sir, can in a care- 
ful Parent's Eye commend him to a Daughter, give 
ours, Sir; give her to my honeſt, generous Bewil, — 
hat have f to do, but ſigh, and weep, to rave, run 


wild, a Lunatick in Chains, or hid in Darkneſs, mutter 


in diſtracted Starts, and broken Accents, my ſtrange, 
ſtrange Story! | 
Mr. Seal. Take Comfort, Madam. 
Id. All my Comfort muſt be to expoſtulate in Mad- 
neſs, to relieve with Frenzy my Deſpair, and ſhriekin 
to demand of Fate, why -——why was I born to ſac 
Variety of Sorrows? 
Mr. Seal. If I have been the leaſt Occaſion——— 
Ind. No——"twas Heaven's high Will I ſhould be ſuch 
———to be plunder'd in my Cradle! Toſs'd on the Seas! 


and even there, an Infant Captive! to loſe my Mother, 


hear but of my Father To be adopted! loſe my 
Adopter! then plunged again in worſe Calamities ! 

Mr. Seal. An Infant Captive! 

Ind. Yet then! to find the moſt Charming of Man- 
kind, once more to ſet me free, (from what I thought 
the laſt Diſtreſs) to load me-with his Services, his Boun- 


ties, and his Favours; to ſupport my very Life, in a 


way, that ſtole, at the ſame time, my very Soul itſelf 
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Mr. Seal. And has young Bevil been this worthy Man? 
I. d. Yet then again, this very Man to take another! 
wi:hout leaving me the Right, the Pretence of eaſing my 
fond Heart with Tears! For oh! I can't reproach him, 
though the ſame Hand that rais'd me to this Height, 
now throws me down the Precipice. - 

Mr. Seal. Dear Lady! O yet one Moment's Patience; 
my Heart grows full with your Aftlition? But yet, 
there's ſomething in your Story that 

Ind. My Portion here is Bitterneſs, and Sorrow. 

Mr. Seal. Do not think ſo: Pray anſwer me: Does 
Bewil know your Name and Family? | 

Ind. Alas! too well! O, could I be any other Thing, 
than what | am —]Il tear away all Traces of my 
former ſelf, my little Ornaments, the Remains of my 
firſt State, the Hints of what I ought to have been 
[In her Diſorder, ſhe throws away her Bracelet which 
Sealand takes up, and looks earneſtly on it. 
Mr. Seal. Ha! what's this? my Eyes are not deceived! 
It is, it is the ſame! the very Bracelet which I bequeath'd | 
my Wife, at our laſt mournful Parting. 5 

Ind. What ſaid you, Sir! Your Wife! Whither does 
my Fancy carry me? What means this unfelt Motion at 
my Heart? And yet again my Fortune but deludes me; 
for if I err not, Sir, your Name is Sealand: But my loſt 
Father's Name was | | 
Mr. Seal. Danvers! was it not? 

6 What new Amazement! That is indeed my Fa- 
mily. 85 
M. Seal. Know then, when my Misfortunes drove me 
to the Indies, for Reaſons too tedious now to mention, I 
chang'd my Name of Danvers into Sealand. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Jab. If yet there wants an Explanation of your Won- 
der, examine well this Face (yours, Sir, I well remem- 
ber) gaze on, and read, in me, your Siſter //abella/ 


Mr. Seal. My Siſte: ! N 


Lab. But here's a Claim more tender yet. your : 
Indiana, Sir, your long-loſt Daughter. - _ 
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Mr. Seal. O my Child! my Child! 5 
Ing. All-Gracious! Heav'n! is it poſſible! do I em- 
brace my Father! | 
Mr. Seal. And do l hold thee—Theſe Paſſions are too 


ſtrong for Utterance--Riſe, riſe, my Child, and give my 


Tears their Way ——O my Siſter! [ Embracing her, 


Jab. Now, deareſt Niece, if I have wrong'd thy no- 


ble Lover with too hard Suſpicions; my juſt Concern for 
thee, I hope, will plead my Pardon. 
Mr. Seal. O! make him then tlie full Amends, and 
be yourſelf the Meſſenger of Joy: Fly this inflant! —— 
tell him all theſe wond'rous Turns of Providence in his 
Favour! Tell him I have now a Daughter to beſtow, 
which he no longer will decline: That this Day he Kill 


\ ſhall be a Bridegroom: Nor ſhall a Fortune, the Merit 


which his Father ſeeks, be wanting: Tell him the Re- 
ward of all his Virtues waits on his Acceptance. ¶ Exit 
Iſab.] My deareſt Indiana! [Turns and embraces her, 


Ind. Have I then at laſt a Father's Sanction on my 


Love] His bounteous Hand to give, and make my 
Heart a preſent worthy of Bewil's Generoſity ? 

Mr. Seal. O my Child! how are our Sorrows paſt o'er 
paid by ſuch a Meeting! Though I have loſt ſo many 


Years of ſoft paternal Dalliance with thee, yet, in one 


Day to find thee thus, and thus beſtow thee, in ſuch 
perfect Happineſs! is ample! ample Reparation! And 
et again the Merit of thy Lover, 

Ind. O! had I Spirits left to tell you of his Actions! 
the Pride, the Joy of his Alliance, Sir, would warm your 
Heart, as he has conquer'd mine, | 

Mr. Seal, How laudable is Love, when born of Vir» 
tue! I burn to embrace him - oy 

Ind. See, Sir, my Aunt already has ſucceeded, and 
brought him to your Wiſhes. 


Enter Iſabella, with Sir John Bevil, Bevil jun. Mr. 
Sealand, Cimberton, Myrtle, and Lucinda, 


Sir J. Bev. ¶ Entering.] Where! where's this Scenes 


of Wonder! 


Mr. Sealand, 1 congratulate, on this 


Occaſion, our mutual Happineſs our good Siſter, 
N Sir, | 
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Sir, has with the Story of your Daughtei's Fortune, 


fill'd us with Surprize and Joy! Now al! Exceptions are 


 Temov'd; my Son has now avow'd his Love, and turn'd 


all former Jealouſies and Doubts to Approbation, and, 
I am told, you Goodneſs has cor ſeuted to reward him. 

Mr. Seal. If, Sir, a Fortune equal to his Father's 
Hopes, can make this Object worthy his Acceptance. 

Bev. jun. I hear your Mention, Sir, of Fortune, with 
Pleaſure only, as it may prove the Means to :econcile 
the beſt of Fathers to my Love—Let him be Provident, 
but let me be Happy— My ever deſtin'a, my acknow- 
ledg'd Wife! [ Embracing Indiana. 

Ind. Wife!--O my ever loved! my Lord! my Maſter ! 

Sir J. Bev. I congratulate myſelf as well as you, that 
J have a Sor, who could, under ſuch Diſadvantages, 
diſcover your great Merit. | 

Mr. Seal. O] Sir John! how vain, how weak is hu- 
man Prudence? What Care, what Fo:efight, what [ma- 
ginaticn could contrive ſuch bleſt Events, to make our 
Children happy, as Providence in one ſhort Hour has 
laid before us? | | 

Cim. {To Mrs. Sealand] | am afraid, Madam, Mr. 
Scalund is a little too buſy for our Affair, if you pleaſe 
we'll take another Opportunity. | 

Airs. Seal. Let us have Patience, Sir. During this 

Cim. But we make Sir Geeffry wait, | Bev. jun. pre- 
Madam. ent, Lucinda 

Myrt. O Sir, I'm not in haſte. to Indiana. 

Mr. Seal. But here! here's our general Benefactor: 
Excellent young Man, that could be, at once, a Lover 
to her Beauty, and a Parent to her Virtue. 

Bew. jun. If you think that an Obligation, Sir, give 
me leave to overpay myſelf, in the only Inſtance, that 
can now add to my Felicity, by begging you to beflow 
this Lady on Mr. Myrtle. | 

Mr. Seal. She 1s his without Reſerve, (I beg he may 
be ſent for)—Mr. C:mberton, notwithſtanding you never 


| Had my Conſent, yet there is, fince I lait ſaw you, ano- 


ther Objection to your Marriage with my Daughter. 
 Cim. I hope, Sir, your Lady has conceal'd nothing 
| I, | Mu. 
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Mr. Seal. Troth, Sir! nothing but what was conceal'd 
from myſelf; another Daughter, who has an undoubted 
Title to half my Eftate. 

Cin. How! Mr. Szaland! Why then if half Mrs. 
Lucinda's Fortune is gone, you can't ſay, that any of m 
EfRtate is ſettled upon her: I was in Treaty for the Whole; 
but if that is not to be come at, to be ſure, there can be 
no Bargain,--Sir,—l have nothing to do but to take m 
leave of your good Lady, my Couſin, and beg Pardon 
for the Trouble I have given this old Gentleman. 

Myrt. That you have, Mr. Cimberten, with all my 
Heart. | [ Diſcovers himſelf. 
Omnes. Mr. Myrtle! 

Myrt. And I beg Pardon of the whole Company, that 
I aſſumed the Perſon of Sir Geeffy, only to be preſent at 
the Danger of this Lady's being diſpoſed of, and in her 
utmoſt Exigence to aſſert my Right to her Which if her 
Parents will ratify, as they once favour'd my Pretenſions, 
no Abatement of Fortune ſhall leſſen her Value to me. 
Luc. Generous Man | | 

Mr. Seal. If, Sir, you can overlook the Injury of 
being in Treaty with one who has meanly left her, as you 
have generouſly aſſerted your Right in her, ſhe is Yours, 
Luc. Mr. Myrtle, Tho' you have ever had my Heart, 
yet now I find | love you more, becauſe I bring you leſs. 

Mrs. Seal. Well! however I'm glad the Girl's diſpoſed 
of any Way. 3 [ fade. 
Bev. jun. Myrtle] no longer Rivals now, but Brothers, 

Myrt. Dear Bewvil! you are born to triumph over me! 
bet now our Competition ceaſes ; I rejoice in the Prehe- 
minence of your Virtue, and your Alliance adds Charms 
to Lucinda, 85 | | 

Sir J. Bev. Now Ladies and Gentlemen, you have ſet 
the World a fair Example: Your Happineſs is owing to 
your Conſtancy and Merit: And the — Difficulties 
you have ſtruggled with, evidently ſhew 


Whate'er the generous Mind itſelf denies, : 
The ſecret Care of Providence ſupplies, [Exeunt, 
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Intended to be Spoken by Ivo A N A. 


UR Authors, whom Intreaties cannot move, 
Spite of the dear Coguetry that you laue, 

Swvears bell not fruſtrate (ſo he plainly means ) 

By a looſe Epilogue, his indecent Scenes. : 

I it not, Sirs, hard Fate I meet To-day, 

To keep me rigid flill, beyond the Play? 

And yet, I'm ſav'd a world of Pains that Way : 
1 new can look, I now can move at Eaſe, 

Nor need I torture theſe pcor Limbs to pleaſe; 

Nor with the Hand or Foot attempt Surprixe, 

Nor awreſi my Features, nor fatigue my Eyes: 
Bleſs me ! What freakiſh Gambols have I play'd ! 
HW hat Motions try'd, and wanton Loolls betray'd ! 
Out of pure Kindneſs all ! to over-rule * 
The threaten'd Hiſs, and ſcræm Jome ſcribbling Fool, 
With more Reſpe I'm entertain d To. night : 
Our Author 1hinks, I can with Eaſe delight, 

My artle/s Looks while modeft Graces arm, 

He Jays, I need but to appear; and charm, 

"4 Wife fo form'd by theſe Examples bred, 

Pours Foy and Gladneſs round the Marriage Bed; 
Soft Source of Comfort, kind Relief from Care, 
"And tis her teaft Perfection 10 be fair. 

T he Nymph with Indiana's Worth who vies, 
A Nation wwill behold with Bevil's Eyes, 
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